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|EDICATED to the Members of the COQUET- 
DALE Angling Club, with an earnest hope 
that the lines herein cast may perchance rise 
some stray ROXBY or Doubleday of that honourable 
body, and induce an attempt to resume and continue 
the Newcastle Fishers' Garlands, so charmingly 
set forth by the spirits of a former generation. 
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■HE following Songs formed part of the series 
of publications issued hy the Newcastle-oa* 
Tyne Typographical Society, (commenced 
in 1817, and not now in existence.) They were at 
first issued separately, and afterwards collectively tn 
1836, containing, with "The Angler's Progress" and 
"The Tyne Fisher's Farewell," fourteen Garlands to 
1832 inclusive. A subsequent edition appeared in 
1842, with fifteen additional songs, continued to 1S4S1 
including " The Auld Fisher's Invitation," forming in 
the whole a collection of twenty-nine GarUnds from 
1820 to 1845. The original manuscripts, with the cor- 
respondence relating to Uiem, and the corrected proofs 
were purchased by the editor of the present edition from 
the late William Garret, many years manager for the 
late Emerson Chamley, the publisher of the former 
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editions, and on such data the notes and memoranda 
now prefixed to each Garland are founded. 

The history of the woodcuts in the original edition, to 
the period of the publication of most of them in the so- 
called Bewick's "Select Fables," 1820, will be found in 
the preface (advertisement) to that work, but the reader 
will in vain look for their identity on the Garlands. 
Perhaps the less said about (in catalogue phraseology) 
" the charming illustrations by Bewick " the better, as, 
with very few exceptions, the blocks were so thoroughly, 
and, I may say, so skilfully metamorphosed, that it will 
be found difficult in many cases to recognise them in 
their present state — a state certainly detrimental in art 
artistic point of view. The woodcuts in the series which 
have been copied from Bewick will certainly not tend to 
impair the fame of that great man. In 1852 appeared 
'* The Coquetdale Fishing Songs, now first collected and 
edited by a North-Country Angler," (Thomas Double- 
day,) but including only sixteen Garlands of the original 
series, severally or jointly the productions of Robert 
Roxby and the editor, with the addition of " The Auld 
Fisher's Advice," introduced in the present edition as 
the Garland for 1 846. Of seven unpublished manu- 
script Garlands in the collection, three only have been 
thought worthy of insertion here/ which, with two cor- 
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rected proofs of angling songs by William Andrew 
Chatto, forwarded to Garret for publication, (though 
having already appeared in " The Angler's Souvenir," 
1834,) bring the Grarlands down to 1850, from which 
date to this present year they have been supplied by 
the writers whose names are respectively subscribed. 
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The Anglers Progress. 



rrhe following doggerel was written by Mr Herman Boaz» (a conjuror,) July 4, 1789, 
and published in a detached form, (broadside?). Second edition, London, for J. H. Bum, 
Maiden Lane, Covent Garden, z8ao. It is also included in most collections of angling 
songs, such as ** Songs of the Chace,** " Armiger*s Vocal Cabinet,'' " Blakey's Angler's 
Song Book," &C. Notwithstanding having been characterised as **p€r/t€t** in the 
** Noctes," (Oct 1833,) it is not admitted here on its merits, but solely as having been 
the precedent to the Newcastle Garlands. Two hundred and ninety-six copies were 
printed for Emerson Chamley, July 7, 1824, with manuscript instructions on the proof 
to "make it 2820." Wood-cut on title as used for vignette at p. xgo, " Select Fables," 
1820. The block is in Bohn's possession, and figures at p. 83, 'Walton's Angler/' 2856, 
as Bewick's.] 




|HEN I was a mere school-boy, 

(ere yet I *d leam'd my book,) 
I felt an itch for Angling 
in every little brook ; 
An osier Yod, some thread for line, 

a crooked pin for hook, 
And thus equipped, I angled 
in every little brook j 
Where Prickle-backs and Minnows, 

each day I caught in store, 
With Stone-loaches and Miller's-thumbs — 

those brooks afford no more : 
And thus the little Angler, 

with crooked pin for hook. 
Would 'shun each noisy wrangler, 
to fish the murm'ring brook. 
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II. 

Then next I bought some farthing hooks, 

and eke a horse-hair line ; 
An hazel rod, with whale-bone top, 

my play-mates to outshine ; 
With which I soon aspired 

to angle with a float, 
And where I could not fish from shore, 

I angled fi'om a boat ; 
Then Roach and Dace, and Bleak I took, 

and Gudgeons without end. 
And now and then a Pearch I 'd hook, 

which made my rod to bend : 
And thus the little Angler, 

pleas'd with his line and hook, 
Would shun each noisy wrangler, 

to fish the murm'ring brook. 

III. 

Bream, Chub, and Barbel, next I sought, 

their various haunts I try'd. 
With scower'd worms, greaves, cheese, and paste, 

and various baits beside ; 
With hooks of Kirhy-bent well chose, 

and gut that 's round and fine, 
So by gradations thus I rose 

to fish with running line \ 
A multiplying winch I bought, 

wherewith my skill to try, 
And so expert myself I thought, 

few with me now could vie : 
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And thus the little Angler, 

with rod, and line, and hook, 

Would shun each noisy wrangler, 
to fish the murmuring brook. 

IV, 

My mind on Trolling now intent, 

with live and dead snap-hook ; 
I seldom to the rivers went, 

but Pike or Jack I took ; 
Near banks of bull-rush, sedge, and reed ; 

(a dark and windy day :) 
And if the Pike were on their feed, 

I rarely miss'd my prey. 
If baits are fresh, and proper size, 

no matter what 's the sort. 
At Gudgeons, Roach, or Dace they *11 rise ; 

with all by turns I 've sport 
So now a dexf rous Angler, 

with rod, and line, and hook, 
I shunn'd each noisy wrangler, 

to fish the murm'ring brooL 

V. 

And now to cast a fly-line well, 
became my chiefest wish ; 

I strove each sportsman to excel, 
and cheat the nimble fish ; 

Now Trout and Grayling I could kill, 
if gloomy was the day. 
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And Salmon also, at my will, 

became an easy prey; 
Now flies and palmers I could dress, 

aquatic insects too^ 
And all their various seasons guess, 

their uses well I knew : 
So now a dext'rous Angler, 

with line, and rod, and hook, 
I shunn'd each noisy wrangler, 

to fish the murm'ring brook. 

VI. 

So now to close this charming scene, 

which none but sportsmen feel. 
Be sure you keep the Golden Mean, 

nor arm your hearts with steel : 
The flsh with moderation take, 

and to the Fair be kind ; 
And ne'er with them your promise break, 

but virtue keep in mind : 
So Wives and Sweethearts now let 's drink, 

let each man fill his glass, 
And may we never speak or think, 

to disconcert our Lass ! — 
Then, when our lines are all worn out, 

and feeble grows the hook. 
They'll ne'er foiget the Angler, 

that angled in the brook. 

HERMAN BOAZ. 
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The Fisher's Garland. 



rrbii GuUDd, Ihc jobt produdian oT Sdbeit Roibyuid Thonuu Doubledsr, ap- 
peared u t. broadside printed by Jolin Booth, Newcutle, April j, iBit. hsaded by t e 
■woodcut which liuMd alp. tf, "Bewiek't *wp't Fablit," i8iB,iigi»d "R. R." Two 
bundred copia were printed for EmersoD Charnlejr— woodcut on title at ujed at p. t^B, 
" SelHt FaUes," itao, and Bmilai to (but muller] and reversed, from the cut at p. 4S 
" Fisher's Spring Day," igoS. Prioled in the "Coquol-dide Fi<UDg Sonp," ig^.] 



TUNB— " The Milltr o" 

|ULD Nature now revived seems, 
Cauld Winter's blasts are Sed ; 
And freely flow the sunny streams 
O'er Coquet's pebbly bed, 
The mellow thrush, frae Dews-hill wood. 

Proclaims the dawn of day. 

And to the Coquet's crystal flood 

The Fisher wends his way. 



CHORCS. 

TAm Ivck be to the Airier Lads, 

Lvck to the rod and line; 
WV mffm's first beam we'll wade the stream, 

The night we'll wet m' wine. 
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Nae mair we 11 fish the coaly Tyne, 

Nae mair the oozy Team, 
Nae mair we'll try the sedgy Pont, 

Or Derwent*s woody stream ; 
But we '11 awa' to Coquet-side, 

For Coquet bangs them a' ; 
Whose winding streams sae sweetly glide 

By Biinkburn's bonny Ha« 

27tm /uckf &*c. 



And we '11 prepare our limber gads, 

Lang lines, and braw brass wheels ; 
We '11 wile the Trouties firae their bauds, 

And soon fill a' our Creels : 
We '11 catch them here, we '11 catch them there, 

Wi' mennimy bait^ 2Si^flee; 
We '11 thousands kill, wi' hook and hair, 

'Tween TTiirlmoor and the sea. 

TTien luck^ &*c. 



At Weldon Brig there 's wale o' wine, 

If ye hae coin i' pocket ; 
If ye can thraw a heckle fine. 

There 's wale o' trouts i' Coquet 
And we will quaflf the bluid-red wine, 

Till Weldon's wa's shall reel ; 
We '11 drink success to hook and line. 

And a' wha bear the creel. 

Then luck^ 6r*c. 
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If ony Dolt, our song that hears, 

Abuse the rod and fly, 
May he, to pay him for his jeers, 

" Have other fish to fry ! " 
If ony Witling dare to lash 

The Lads wha make the cast, 
May he, to pay him for his clash. 

Dance in a line at last ! 

Then lucky &*c. 



And O ! in all their angling bouts, 

On Coquet, Tyne, or Reed, 
Whether for Maidens or for Trouts, 

May Anglers still succeed ! 
By Pont or Coquet, Tyne or Team, 

In sunshine or in rain. 
May Fisher ne'er put foot in stream. 

Or hand in purse in vain ! 

Then luck, ^c. 



Ilie sxm is on the mountain side, 

The daisy on the sod. 
The river sparkles in his pride. 

Then, Fishers, take the rod. 
Since summer-beams begin to dart, 

To streamy Weldon post. 
And he shall have the lightest heart, 

Whose Creel shall weigh the most 
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CHORU& 
7Sen imk be to the An^ Lads, 

Luck to the rod and line; 
Wi' mom's first beam we'll wade the stream. 

The night we 'U wet wff wine. 



NiwcAiTLi, ilh Afrit t& 
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Tyne Side. 




(Written by William Gill Thompson, revised and improved by the Rev. Henry Cotes, 
Vicar of Bedlington. Two hundred and ninety-one copies printed for Emerson Chamley, 
June 9, 1834. Woodcut on title — ^view of St Nicholas' steeple, and the old castle of New- 
castle-on-Tyne in the distance.] 



Tune—** Canny Newcassel. " 

|0W night has resigned the soft mantle of sleep, 
And the stars are away slowly creeping; 
The young day has broken behind the far steep, 
And the lark on her free wing is sweeping ; 
The wild rose is sweet in the green-scented lane, 

With the woodbine so gaily entwining ; 
The daisies are bright on the dew-spangled plain, 
In the face of the firmament shining. 

CHORUS. 

TAen hey for the fisher^ the creely and the gad, 

And hey for the scenes of his pleasure ; 
On Tyne's smiling sides , with a heart light and glad, 

How he waves up the glittering treasure/ 

Let high-flier fishermen sing of their streams, 

Away on the Tweed or the Coquet; 
Give me the sweet wave where the black di'mond beams, 

Like the glance from the sky-seeking rocket ; 

B 
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Far dearer to me is the slime-cover'd strand, 

Where old Tyne in his majesty wanders, 
Than all the gay prospects, romantic and grand, 

Of the Tweed in its sweetest meanders. 

Then hey^ &*c. 

The shores of the Coquet, the banks of the Tweed, 

May boast of a richer profusion 
Of all that is sweetest in flower or in weed. 

To deck the dim haunts of seclusion j 
But oh ! in their sunny time, never will they, 

In the zenith of all their gay shining. 
So dear be to me as the rude banks of clay 

O'er the Tyne^s rapid progress reclining. 

Then hey, dr^c. 

For there, in the spring-time of youth and its joy. 

When the bright eye is beaming with gladness. 
When hope, love, and pleasure, each moment employ. 

And time is unrobed of its sadness. 
How sweetly the fleet-winged moments have fled. 

While each innocent pastime pursuing ; 
When no pang felt the heart, and no pain knew the head. 

And our pleasures were ever renewing. 

Then hey, 6r*c, 

The fisher may smile by his far-away stream. 
As he marks his faint victim's last quiver ; 

He may smile in contempt at the bard and his theme, 
But still thou art dear, " shining river ;" 
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And gay are the tenants that people thy flood, 

And elate are the bosoms that catch them, 
Oh ! the hearts ! and the scenes where those light hearts 
have stood ! 
Ye may walk the wide world ere ye match them. 

Then hey^ &*c. 

But, away ! see ! the sun stands aloft in the sky, 

And the trouts from the cool stream are leaping, 
With the lithe taper rod, and the well-sorted fly, 

(While dull moralisers are sleeping,) 
We '11 brush the bright dew from the soft-waving blade, 

Till we reach some sweet spot on thy border. 
Romantic and rude, as by nature's hand made, 

Where we '11 put our trim tackle in order. 

T^ hey, &*c. 

At the Team or the Hazzacks, wherever we meet. 

Nor in deeps nor in shallows we *11 spare them. 
In the dark woody Derwent^i secluded retreat. 

With the fly or the worm will we snare them ! 
And ftuther up yet, where the scenes of old days 

Can fill a brief page with their story. 
We'll conquer again ! — be as proud of our bays. 

As the heroes who Ve left us their glory. 

Then hey, 6f*c, 

And when by the skiU of our long-practised art. 

We have fill'd up each creel to its cover, 
When slowly, with many a glance back, we depart, 

And the zest of our pastime is over ; 
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When the deep glow of sunset is red on the sea, 
When the songsters all homeward are hieing, 

When the curtain of night is spread dark o'er the lea, 
Still to Tyne will our fancies be flying ! 

Then hey, &*c. 

Still to Tyne and its scenes, in the gay circle warm, 

When the glass round the table is wheeling, 
We '11 fondly revert, and recount every charm, 

While our chorus resounds to the ceiling 3 
And again, o'er the bowl ! while unmark'd the hours fly. 

In fancy, we '11 hook the bright treasure. 
And bumpers, the deepest that sorrow defy. 

We '11 drain to our innocent pleasure. 

CHORUS. 

TTien hey for the fisher, the creel, and the gad, 
And hey for the scenes of his pleasure ; 

On Tyne's smiling sides, with a heart light and glad. 
How he waves up the glittering treasure! 

WILLIAM GILL THOMPSON. 

Newcastle, (tth May 1822. 
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FOR 1823. 



Coquet Side. 



[Thii GiTtind, tlie joint production of Robert Roiby and Thomu Doubledaj', ip- 
peand u a. broidiide, entitled " Coquet-iide, or the Fishcr'i Garland for iBtj. New- 
culle.' Signed R. R. NoprinHr'i aame. Andatxi, In a similv forD^ cnlillnl " Tb« 
Angler's Sang in praise of ihe Coquet." Printed by P. Blair, Newgale Street. Hor- 
peth-Jieadcd by a Bacchanalian woodcut, intcribed "Angler'i Inn. WeldciB Bridge." 

undredcind ninety-aix copiei were 



TuMB— " They may rail al ihii life." 

■HE Lambs they are feeding on lonely SMI-moor, 

And the breezes blow softly o'er dark Smonside; 
The birds they are lilting in every green bower, 
And the streams of the Coquet now merrily glide. 
The Primrose is blooming at Halysfane Well, 

And the bud 's on the Saugh, and the bonny Birk tree ; 
The Moorcocks are calling round Harbottle-fell, 
And the snaw-wreaths are gane frae the Cheviot sae hie. 



The mist's on the mountain, the dew's on the spray, 
And the Lassie has kilted her coats to the knee j 

The Shepherd he 's whistling o'er Barrabum brae, 
And the sunbeams are glintin' far over the sea 
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Then we '11 off to the Coquet^ with hook, hair, and heckle^ 
With our neat taper Gads, and our well-belted Creels, 

And far from the bustle and din o' Newcastle, 
Begin the Campaign at the streams 6* Linn-shiels, 

The " Nimrod" may brag of his horns and his hounds. 

And of louping o'er hedges and ditches may rave ; 
But what 's all their clamour, their rides, and their rounds, 

Compared with the murmur of Coquef s clear wave 1 
And " Ramrod" may crack of his Pointer so staunch, 

And may tramp till he 's weary o'er stubble and lea ; 
But what 's all the fun of the dog and the gun, 

Compar'd with the "Lang-rod," and thrawing the flee ? 

More big of our Conquests than great Alexander, 

We'll rise to our sport with the morning's first beam 
Our creels shall grow heavier as onward we wander. 

And levy large tribute from pool and from stream. 
We '11 plunder the deeps, and the shallows we '11 tax well, 

Till Sharperton^ Hepple^ and Thropton are past ; 
We '11 halt near the Thrum for a Dinner with Maocwelly 

But land at our old Home of Weldon at last. 

Now Crag-end is past, and now Brinkbum is nearest. 

Now the green braes of Tod-steady the pride of the Vale, 
Then, hey ! for fam'd Weldon, to Anglers the dearest. 

Old Weldon, whose Cellars and streams never fail ; 
There we '11 talk of our triumphs, and boast of our slaughter. 

How "we hook'd him, and pla/d him, and kill'd him so fine ;" 
And the battle- so gloriously finish'd in water, 

Again and again we '11 fight over in wine. 
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Here 's good luck to the Gad, and success to each friend on 't; 

If e'er prayer of mine can have interest above, 
May they run their Une smoothly, nor soon see an end on 't, 

And their course be as clear a^ the streams that they love ! 
May the current of life still spread glitt'ring before them. 

And their joys ever rise as the season draws nigh ; 
And if e'er — as 'twill happen — Misfortune comes o'er them, 

Oh ! still may her dart fall as light as their fly I 
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Con Spirito. 
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The Auld Fisher's Welcome to 

Coquet- Side. 



[The joint production of Robert Roxby and Thomas Doubleday. Woodcut on title 
— ^man angling — designed and engraved by Isaac Nicholson of Newcastle, March zo« 

1834, for which he charged fourteen shillings. Three hundred and four copies printed 
March 95, X824, of which one hundred were presented to Mr Roxby. The block is in Bohn's 
possession, and figures in ''Walton's Angler," p. 177, 2856, and in " Hofland's Angler's 
Manual," p. 319. 1848, as the work of Bewick. Published in ' ' Coquetdale Fishing Songs," 
1853, and in " Dibdin's Northern Tour." Allan Cunningham, in the ** Songs of Scotland/' 

1835, introduced this '* Garland '* with the following observations : — " This clever song 
is the work of an Englishman ; and had it come from a Caledonian bard, the costume of 
language, and the spirit of the ' North Countrie,' could not have been more perfect. It is 
one of the annual ** Fisher's Garlands " which Newcastle sends forth to the world, and 
to which the graver of Bewick adds such charms of truth and nature as seldom accom- 
pany lyric poetry. In reading the song, a trout stream, slightly swelled by an upland 
shower, gushes out upon one's fancy, — a rod comes into our hand, we cast a careful 
line upon the rippling water, we watch the well-dissembled flies, and our patience is 
rewarded by casting 'a trout bedropp'd wi' crimson hail' upon the grassy bank. 
Burns, who went to angle in the Nith with a huge fur cap on, and a Highland broad- 
sword by his side, knew little of the art compared to my excellent friend of Newcastle."] 




Tune— "Auld Lang Syne." 

E twa hae fish'd the Ji^a/e sae clear, 
An* streams o' mossy I^eed, 
We Ve tiyd the Wansbeck an' the Wear^ 
The Teviof an' the Tweed; 
An' we will try them ance again 

When summer suns are fine, 
An' we '11 thraw the flee thegither yet 
For the days o' lang syne. 
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CHORUS. 

Forgie^s a drappie till our cheeky 

Our ain gad in our han^ ; 
The tackle tough^ the heckle roughs 

An^ match us yet wha can ! 

'Tis mony years sin' first we met 

On Coquefs bonny braes, 
An' mony a brither fisher 's gane, 

An' clad in his last claes : 
An* we maun follow wi' the lave, 

Grim Death he heuks us a'; 
But we '11 hae anither fishing bout 

Afore we 're ta'en awa'. 

For gie^Sy 6^1,. 

For we are hale an' hearty baith, 

Though frosty are our pows, 
We still can guide our fishing graith, 

An' climb the dykes and knowes ; 
We '11 mount our creels an' grip our gads, 

An' thraw a sweeping line, 
An' we '11 hae a plash amang the lads 

For the days o' lang syne. 

Forgie^Sy &*c. 

Though Cheviot ^s top be frosty still, 

He 's green belaw the knee, 
Sae don your plaid an' tak your gad. 

An' gang awa' wi' me. 
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Come busk yoMxfleeSy my auld compeer, 

We Ve fidgin' a' fu' fain, 
We Ve fish'd the Coquet mony a year, 

An' we '11 fish her owre again. 

ForgW^s^ &*c. 

An' hameward when we todle back, 

An' night begins to fa'. 
When ilka chiel maun tell his crack. 

We '11 crack aboon them a' — 
When jugs are toom'd an* coggies wet, 

I '11 lay my loof in thine ; 
We 've shewn we 're guid at Water yet. 

An' we 're little warse at Wine. 

Forgie^s, <Sr*r. 

We '11 crack how mony a creel we 've fiU'd, 

How mony a line we 've flung, 
How mony a Ged an' Sawmon kill'd 

In days when we were young ; 
We '11 gar the callants a' look blue, 

An' sing anither tune ; 
They're bleezing aye o' what they'll do. 

We '11 tell them what we 've dune. 

CHORUS. 

Forgie*s a drappie till our cheeky 

Our ain gad in our hatC ; 
The tackle tough, the heckle rough, 

AtC match us yet wha can I 



NE^vcASTLE, March 1824. 
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"AULD LANG SYNE." 
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TO HIS FAVOURITE STREAM ON THE APPROACH 

OF WINTER. 




The Tyne Fisher's Farewell 



TO HIS FAVOURITE 



■J THE APPROACH OF WINTER. 



[The first fiagmtnliiry ikeleh rf ihii Girlund it Jn the 
Cotes, Vicar of BedliDgton ; and i> appears la have been 
WiUiun GUI Thompson in December 1814. To fonn a c 
It Tiow stands^ I fiivc the finished portiora of the sketch -— 
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Tinat, M I muM om days fOM bft 

I see thee shorn of grace, and sigh, 
Thankful for joys thou 'st given to me ! 



And see the snowilakes o'er it spread, 
A silent tear steals from mine eye. 
ftc ftc. ftc 

Thompson writes with the remodelled manuscript, "I think this will da" 

Two hundred and ninety-two copies were printed for Emerson Chamley, April 19, 
1825. Woodcut on title — Winter Scene, designed in India ink by William Collazd, and 
engraved March x, 1835, by Isaac Nicholson, for which he charged thirty shillings. 
After the dbposal of the blocks used in this and the other Garlands, Mr Dodd, 
Chamlejr's successor, finding he had a few copies of all the other Garlands except this 
one, reprinted about twelve copies <^ it, (using a woodcut on title — ^Angler wading, with 
rod and landing net ; castle in the distance,) to c<xnplete the sets, so that in the last 
issue this variation will be found. They have all been out <^ print for some time. The 
original block is in Bohn's possession, and appears in his edition of ** Select Fables,*' 
p. 13a] 

Tune — " Good-night and joy be wi* you a " 

|AREWELLj old Tyne ! thy beauteous shores ! 
Farewell to all thy sylvan shades ! 
Bleak Winter now his fury pours, 

And every much-loved haunt pervades. 
No more thy healthy sons advance 
With joy thy finny tribes to raise, 
But look with fond reverted glance 
To milder skies and happier days ! 

No more the sweet enamoured maid 

Trips lightly o'er the well-known plain, 
To meet, beneath the woodbine's shade. 

Upon thy banks, her faithful swain. 
Alone I mark thy waters glide, 

Alone I greet their murmuring swell ; 
Upon thy wave-worn hallowed side 

Alone I breathe my brief farewell 
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The leaves have left each parent tree, 

The fragrant flowers have bloom'd to die, 
The star-like daisy 's left the lea ; 

There 's naught to greet my weary eye 1 
No more the woodbine sheds afar 

Its sweets along the scented lanes ; 
Now hail and sleet and bleak winds war 

Tumultuous o'er thy joyless plains. 

Thy trouts have fled their favourite haunts, 

No more they spring to greet my view, 
As when the herald-warbler chants 

His morning hymn amid the dew ! 
Apart they pass their torpid hours, 

In deep recess no Fisher knows, 
Till lovely Spring revives thy bowers, 

Dissolving all chill Winter's snows ! 

Mine own sweet stream! thy rugged shores 

Are stripped of all their vesture sheen, 
And dark December's fury roars 

Where grace and loveliness have been ! 
Stream of my heart ! I cannot tread 

Thy shores so bleak, so bairen now; 
They seem as though thy joys were dead. 

And cloud with care my cheerless brow ! 

And, moving on thy banks to wave 

Aloft my lightsome rod of power, 
To me seems trampling on the grave 

Of many a bright and happy hour ! 
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Thus, as I muse on days gone by, 
I cannot time my thoughts to glee ; 

To see thee sad without a sigh 
Were base ingratitude in me ! 

And as I stand upon thy shore 

And see the snow-flakes o*er it spread, 
I think upon that vesture hoar 

Which Time may fling upon my head ; 
And as I mark thy cheerless rush, 

A silent tear steals from mine eye. 
For then I think upon the gush 

Of Time into Eternity I 

Symbolic stream ! how deep the truth 

Thy rapid flight to me reveals ! 
So from the sunny fields of youth 

To frozen age our progress steals ! 
And as thy softly murmuring wave 

Is lost in boundless ocean's roar. 
So man descends into the grave. 

And sees his fellow-man no more I 

But soon, sweet stream ! thy leafless bowers 

Will bud in vemant beauty fair, 
And on thy banks the firagrant flowers 

Will shed their balm upon the air ! 
The birds, amid their leafy boughs, 

Will sing melodious far and near ; 
And in thy shades the lover's vows 

Fall sweetly on his loved one's ear ! 
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And I, upon thy banks, once more 

With joy will hail each lovely scene, 
Glance all thy countless beauties o'er, 

And be as blithe as I have been ! 
But rtow, sweet stream ! I cannot tread 

Thy shores so bleak, so barren now ; 
They seem as though thy joys were dead. 

And cloud with saddening care my brow ! 

WILLIAM GILL THOMPSON. 
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" GOOD NIGHT, AND JOY BE WF YE A'." 
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The Auld Fisher's Fareweel to 

Coquet. 



[Two hundred and ninety copies were printed for Emerson Chamley, March a6, 
X825, and "one hundred copies presented to the author/' (Robert Roxby,) though the 
Oarland is the joint production of Roxby and Doubleday. Woodcut on title — ^landscape 
-v^th angler plugged in — ^by Isaac Nicholson. Published in ** Coquetdale Fishing Songs," 
1852.] 

TuNB— " Gramachree." 

OME bring to me my limber gad 
I 've fish'd wi' mony a year, 
An' let me hae my weel-wom creel, 
An' a' my fishing gear ; 
The sunbeams glint on Lindm-HcC^ 
The breeze comes firae the west, 
An' lovely looks the gowden mom 
On the streams that I like best 




I Ve thrawn xheflee thae sixty year. 

Ay, sixty year an' mair, 
An' monie a speckled Troutie kill'd 

Wi' heckle, heuk, an' hair ; 
An' now I 'm auld an' feeble grown, 

My locks are like the snaw, 
But I '11 gang again to Coquet-side, 

An' take a fareweel thraw. 
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O Coquet I in my youthiu* days 

Thy river sweetly ran, 
An* sweetly down thy woody braes 

The bonnie birdies sang ; 
But streams may rin, an' birds may sing, 

Sma' joy they bring to me, 
The blithesome strains I dimly hear, 

The streams I dimly see. 

But, ance again, the weel-kenn'd sounds 

My minutes shall beguile, 
An' glistering in the airly sun 

I '11 see thy waters smile ; 
An' Sorrow shall forget his sigh. 

An' Age forget his pain, 
An' ance mair, by sweet Coquet-sidc, 

My heart be young again. 

Ance mair I '11 touch wi' gleesome foot 

Thy waters clear and cold, 
Ance mair I '11 cheat the gleg-e'ed trout. 

An' wile him frae his hold ; 
Ance mair, at WddorCs frien'ly door, 

I '11 wind my tackle up. 
An' drink " Success to Coquet-side," 

Though a tear fa' in the cup. 

An' then fareweel, dear Coquet-side ! 

Aye gaily may thou rin, 
An' lead thy waters sparkling on, 

An' dash frae linn to linn ; 



Fareweel to Coquet. 
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Blithe be the music o' thy streams 
An' banks through after-days, 

An' blithe be every Fisher's heart 
Shalt ever tread thy Braes ! 



NhwcaStlb, Afra 1805. 
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"The Coquet for Ever!" 



[Four hundred copies of this Garland, the joint production of Roxby and Doubledajr, 
were printed for Emerson Chamley, April 15, 1836. Woodcut on title copied from vig- 
nette by Bewick, at p. 53, vol. il " British Birds," 1805, and engraved by Isaac Nichol- 
son, for which he charged twenty-five shillings. " Brwick was annoytd at the liberty** 
llie same subject was re-engraved for the Garland for 1844. Published in the " Coquet- 
dale Fishing Songs," 1853, and the first and last stanzas in " Dibdin*s Northern Tour."] 




TuMB—" Oh, whistle, an' I 'U come to you, my lad." 

HAVE sung thee, clear Coquet, — I'll sing thee again, 
From Hardeiis bleak fell to the deep-rolling main. 
And the Alwine and Wreigh in the garland shall 
shine, 

For they mix, lovely river, their waters wi' thine. 
In my youth I have danced on your bonny green braes ; 
In my old age I think on these dear happy days ; 
In your streams I have angled, and caught the scaled fiy, 
And your streams they shall live, tho' their beds should run dry. 

Chorus — And your streamsy &*€. 



I will sing of the Coqu«t, the dearest of themes, 
The haunt of the Fisher, the first of a' streams ; 
There 's nane like the Coquet in a' the king's land, 
From the cliffs of famed Dover to North Britain's strand ; 
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The Coquet for ever, the Coquet for aye ! 
The Woodhall and Wddouy and Fdton so gay, 
And Brinkbum and Linden^ wi' a' their sweet pride, 
For they add to the beauties of dear Coquet-side. 

For they y &*€. 

The Fishers for ever, the Fishers for aye ! 
The Summer is coming, cold Winter 's away ; 
Come, lads, don your jackets, get ready your creels. 
Your hooks and your heckles, your gads and their wheels ; 
There 's nought at Newcastle but tumult and noise, 
There 's health at the Coquet, and j&shing's calm joys. 
And a thousand dear prospects will gladden our e'e 
When wading the water and thrawing the flee. 

When wadingy &*€. 

The Fishers for ever, the Fishers for aye ! 

Oh ! who like the Lads o' the Creel shall be gay? 

If variety's charming, then fishing's the best. 

Each turn and each stream has its diiBferent zest ; 

The gale when it blows, and the sun when he smiles. 

And the clouds when they frown, help a fisherman's wiles ; 

He meets a fresh flower every step of his way : 

The Fishers for ever, the Fishers for aye ! 

The Fishers y &*c. 

Oh! how should a Fisherman ever be old? 
There's wrinkles in Glory, there's wrinkles in Gold, 
And Love has his sorrows as well as his joys. 
And Power is made up but of glitter and noise ; 
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Such gewgaws as these let the Fisherman scorn, 
He 's glorious at night, and light-hearted at mom, 
With a cheek fUll of health, be it hot, be it cold, 
Oh! how should a Fisherman ever be old J 

Oh I how, &-C. 

The Coquet for ever, the Coquet for aye ! 
The Coquet, the King o" the stream an' the brae, 
Frae his high mountain throne to his bed in the sea. 
Oh ! where shall we find such a River as he % 
Then blessings be on him, and lang may he glide. 
The Fisherman's home, and the Fisherman's pride ; 
From Harderis green hill to old Warkwortk sae gray, 
The Coquet for ever, the Coquet for aye ! 

The Coquet, Sfc. 
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« OH, WHISTLE, AN' I *LL COME TO YOU, 

MY LAD!" 
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FOR 1827. 



The Fishers Call. 




LOriginally bearing the title of "The Fisher's Call" for 1837; subsequently altered 
to " The Fisher's Garland,*' by William Greene. Three hundred copies were printed for 
Smerson Chamley. Woodcut on title altered from vignette at p. 154, " Select Fables," 
i8aa Verses z, 4, 6, 7, xo^ xz, and za were published in the " Newcastle Magazine*' for 
May 182a, signed " Izaak Walton the younger." The only variation in the verses, ex- 
clusive of number, is in the third line of the first verse, where (in the Magazine copy) 
'* bright glancing rain" is written, instead of " warm sunny rain."] 



|H£ winter blast's dead and the spring breezes blow; 
If the haughs are patched white, 'tis with daisies, 

not snow ; 
The earth for foul sleet drinks the warm sunny rain ; 
Then, my boys, let us oflF to the Coquet again. 

Down the hills leap bright feeders released from their chains ; 
The very dry heather feels blood in its veins ; 
All nature is stirring ; strong lambs on the lea. 
Blithe birds on the bough, shew how backward are we. 

The primrose peeps out on the edge of the bum, 
With a doubtful pale face lest old Hyems return ; 
Whilst the delicate perfume betrays it as clear 
That her purple-frock'd playfellow hides herself near. 
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The bloodhounds of glory, unkennelling now. 
Are taking the field, as we fishers will do j 
But with fly-rods, not muskets, we march to attack, 
And no knapsack for us, but the creel at the back. 

The skylark and blackbird our bugles shall blow. 
And the roll of our drums be the river's hoarse flow ; 
Our flags are unfurling on every tree ; 
And I think we all guess where our quarters shall be. 

The waters curl fi-eely beneath the west gale, 
And come down firom the moors like the berry-brown ale ; 
Unfish'd are the slacks and unthrash'd are the streams. 
And we '11 make our exploits beat our sanguinest dreams. 

We'll tempt them with black, and we'll tempt them with gray; 
Ay, the skeggers shall yield if they come in our way j 
We '11 raise them in shaUow, we '11 raise them in deep, 
In the pool's smoothest stretch and the stream's roughest 
sweep. 

There 's not a rude brae which the current makes wroth, 
Nor an angry eddy, bewhirling in fi-oth, 
Nor a single old stone with a white beard of foam. 
But shall pay for our visit before we win home. 

Our flies wiU sweep here and our flies will float there. 
As we try all the sleights of hook, feather, and hair; 
Quick jerking out small and slow leading out great ; 
Nor cease till gall'd shoulders complain of the weight. 
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The minnow in summer its monsters can kill. 
And the worm loads your pannier when nothing else will ; 
But give me the spring-time, the light-dropping hackle, 
And the masterly cast with the finest of tackle. 

Like a sensitive nerve is the long, taper line, 
That doth from the tenuous fly-rod decline ; 
And the leap of the fish, with electrical start, 
Strikes swift through the hand, on the high-bounding heart 

When the gods deign to hear our petitions of bliss. 
Though we &ame each a first, our joint second b this, 
In the sweet-flowing waters of Coquet to stand, 
With the creel on the back, and the rod in the hand. 

WILUAM GREENE. 
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The Fisher s Call. 



[Written by Thomas Doubleday for one of Mr Alaric Watts's ** Annual Souvenirs" 
and introduced by Mr Cbamley to fill a hiatus in "the Garlands." Alr^^**Bob €uuL 
yoau.* Three hundred copies printed for Emerson Chamley, Nov. asth, zSag. Wood- 
cut on title as altered from vignette at p. 149, " Select Fables," z8ao. Block in Bohn's 
possession, introduced p. xoz, "Walton's Angler," Z856, as Bewick's. Published in 

Coquet-dale Fishing Songs," 1853.] 



« 



TuN»— " Bob and Joan." 




|H£ thorn is in the bud, 
The palm is in the blossom, 
The primrose, in the shade. 
Unfolds her dewy bosom ; 
Sweet Coquet^ % purling clear, 

And summer music making; 
The trout has left his lair : 
Then 'waken, fishers, waken. 



The laverock 's in the sky, 

And on the heath the plover, 
The bee upon the th3ane. 

The swallow skimming over ; 
The farmer walks the field, 

The seed he 's casting steady ; 
The breeze is blowing west : 

Be ready, fishers, ready. 
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The violet 'b in her prime, 

And April is the weaUier ; 
The partridge on the wing, 

The muircock in the heather ; 
The sun 's upon the pool, 

His momin' radiance wasting, 
It 's glittering like the gold :] 

Oh ! hasten, fishers, hasten. 

The Felion lads are up, 

They 're lookin' to their tackle, 
The sawmon 's in the stream. 

And killing is the hackle, 
If there 's a feat to do, 

Tis Weldon bojra should do it ; 
Then up an' rig your gads. 

And to it, fishers, to it. 



NnrcASTLK, A^l i9iEI. 



THOMAS DOUBLEDAy. 
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"BOB AND JOAN." 



p=^i=^^ i=^s^ ^^^^^ 




C!)e fidW^ ^atlanti 

FOR 1829. 






The Old Fisher's Challenge. 



[B)F Thomu Doublcday. Tbm hundred copiet prinud for Emenon durnlcy. 
Woodcut on title u ■liered from vifnctlc, ■! p. 6d, " Select Fiblei." 1810 : two borm 
and rider c]ipuiiged,aadAaglerpluc|ed in. PuUiihedlD "Coqiietd^ FiikiBC SoDgi." 

TuNt-" Boyne Witer." (Old Set.) 

i ! let it be in April-tide, 
But one of April's best, 
A momin' that seems made o' May, 
In dews an' sunshine drest ; 
Frae off the Crags o' Simomide, 

Let the fresh breezes blaw, 
And let auld Cheviofs sides be green, . 
Albeit his head be snaw. 

Chorus — Frac off the Crags, &v. 

Let the stream glitter i' the sun, 

The curl be on the pool. 
The rash gale rufflin' aye its face 

Aneath the Alders cool : 
Or if the Spring will have her clouds, 

Then let them pass me soon ; 
Or, if they take a thought and stay. 

Then let it be at noon. 

Or if the Spring, &v. 
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OL t fireshtf from biv mountaitt bobb 

Comes down the rapid Tyne; — 
But Coquet'^ still the stream o' streams, | 

So let her still be mine ; 

j 

There 's mohy a sawmon lies in Tweedy 

An' mony a trout in Till; 
But Coquet — Coquet aye for me, 

If I may have my will. i 

T/tere V mony a sawmon, 6*r. 



Let it be " stream an' stream about," — 

Or if that mayna be, 
Take off old Coquet where ye like 

From Thirlmore to the sea ; 
But leave to me the streams I love, 

The streams that know my hand, 
An' " weight to weight" with the best he 
* That 's in Northumberland, 

But leave to me, 6rc. 



Let me begin at Brinkbum^s stream, 

Fast by the Ruins gray, 
An* end at bonny Eely-kaugh, 

Just wi' the endin' day. 
My foremost^^, the heckle red. 

My tried Rod springin' free, — 
An' " creel to creel" — ^wi' ony man 

In a' the North Countriel 
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CHORUS. 

My foremost flee, the heckle red^ 
My tried Rod springing free^ — 

An^ " creel to creeV^-^^^i^ ony man 
In d the North Countrie ! 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 
Newcastle, April 1829. 
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" BOYNE WATER." (Old Set.) 



Con Fuoco, 
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Ct)e Si^Wsi ^arlattti 



FOR 1830. 



The Old Anglers Triumph. 



[Though signed R. H.» this Garland is from the pen of Thomas Doubleday, revised (T) 
by Roxby. No record of the number of copies printed, though Martin (Bibliographical 
Catalogue) mentions three hundred. Woodcut on title as altered from vignette at p. 
70, " Select Fables,** z8ao. Published in " Coquetdale Fishing Songs," 1853.] 




i 



Tt7KB-*"Auld Sir Simon." 

T Shilmore diey're guid at the mennim ; 
At Feiton they 're guid at the flee ; 
Lang Rothbur^s streams for the brandlin' ; 
But Weldon^ old Wddan for me ! 
The Sharperton codgers are cunnin' ; 

At JTtropton they're guid at a thraw — 
But up wi' the bomiie red heckle, — 
The heckle that tackled them a' ! 

Chorus — But upy &*c. 

The Black-flee is guid when it's airly; 

The May-flee is deadly in Spring ; 
The Midge-flee may do in fair weather ; 

For foul, Sawmon-roe is the king ;— 
But let it be late or be airly. 

The water be drumly or sma', 
Still up wi' the bonnie red heckle, 

The heckle that tackled them a' I 

Still upy «5^v. 
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In April, they thresh'd for a wager, 

Through June, they were troUin' like mad, 
The shade-fishin' skulkers in July 

Went slinkin' for what could be had ; 
An' every man cam wi' his pannier. 

An' wha' but maun gie them the wa' ) 
Till they heard o' the bonnie red heckle. 

The heckle that tackled them a' ! 

Till they, &-c. 

m 

There was some they went out in the gloamin', 

And some they got up wi* the lark ; 
Some poach'd wi' a net i' the morning, 

An' some they laid traps i' the dark : 
But that for their meshin' and threshin' ! 

Fish fair, or contrary to law ; 
Still it 's up wi' the bonnie red heckle, 

The heckle that tackled them a' ! 

StUl it V up, 6-r, 

The Tweed he may brag o' his sawmon, 

An' blaw of his whitlins the TUl, 
There 's pikes i' the pools o' Reed-waier, 

But Coquet ^% the top o' them still ; 
So fill up yoiu: broad brimmin' glasses. 

An' fishermen stand in a raw. 
An' — Success to the bonnie red heckle, 

The heckle that tackled them a' ! 

At^ — Success, &*c. 
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There 's wine i' the cellars o' Weldon, 

If ye kea the turn o' the key ; 
There 's bonnie braw lasses on Coquet, 

If ye ken the blink o' their e'e ; 
There's braw yellow trouts up at Brinkbum, 

If ye ken the place where to thiaw ; 
So here's to the bonnie red heckle. 

The heckle that tackled them a' ! 

CHORUS. 

So here 's to the bonnie red heckle, 
Ute heckle that tackled them d / 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAr 
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"AULD SIR SIMON." 




^F-E£4# ti ^^gTf-f-f -Fr-JH 




FOR 183 1. 



The Tyne Fishers Call. 



[By William Gill Thompson. No record of number of copies, though Martin men- 
tions three hundred. Woodcut on title as altered from vignette at p. 68, "Select 
Fables/' 1820. Thompson writes, under date April za, 1830 : " I send you a ' Call,' the 
produce of last night. If you like it, you know what to do with it ; if you do not like it, 
you also know what to do with it," &c. In the 8th and 9th stanzas he toasts his 
collaboraUurs .'— 

" And hinv-we'll drink to him,'» » &c. 

'' And next to himf the loftier muse 1 " &&] 




TuN»— " There 's nae luck," &c. 

HE snow has left the verdant heights 
Which stand by rapid Tyne^ 
And spring invites the blithesome wights 
Who wield the rod and line. 
The sun is glancing on the stream ; 

The laverock seeks the sky ; 
Then rouse from each lethargic dream, 
And forward, fishers, hie 1 



CHORUS. 

Oh / gentle be the fisher's loty 

Untinged with grief or care- 
In palace^ hall — in lowly cot^ 
May joy his bosom share! 



Roxby. 



t Doubleday. 
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Fresh blows the healthful breeze along 

From mountain, lake, and lea, 
And sweet — oh ! sweet's the matin song 

The warblers carol free. 
The murm'ring stream invites to share 

The sport its bosom yields — 
Then, Tynesidc fishers ! forward, ere 

The dew-drops leave the fields ! 

Oh ! gentle be^ 6r^c. 

Away, away ! — ^and seek the haunts 

Where we have often been : 
The light-wing'd minstrel gaily chants 

In every sylvan scene. 
And may our lines as lightly fall 

As falls his cheering lay — 
Then, forward ! — ^answer still the " call " 

That bids us haste away. 

OA / gentle he^ &*c. 

By By well* s Tower and Prudhois steep, 

In ruin frowning grey. 
By shady Derwent^ dark and deep. 

Secure the shining prey. 
Where GibsidcS woods wave green in pride. 

Where Tanfield^s arch springs high ; 
Swift, reach the rovers as they glide. 

And lure them as they lie. 

Oh ! gentle be^ &*c. 
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And when the day is " past his best,** 

And thoughts of drought prevail, 
We'll e'en "drop in" for breathing rest, 

And taste the nut-brown ale. 
And as it passes calmly round 

In reason's sober eye, 
We '11 tell where best the trouts were found, 

With brandling or wiAifly* 

Oh / gentle be^ &*c» 

And when the murky night draws on. 

And gloomy clouds come o'er, 
Without a sigh for what has gone, 

We '11 mount o\sx glitt'ring store ; 
And homeward with a heavy load, 

A heart and bosom light. 
We'll seek again our bless'd abode, 

And spend a fisher's night ! 

Oh I gentle be^ &*c. 

And, as the bumpers fast we drain. 

We '11 drink to fishers rare. 
And blithely raise the jocund strain. 

The sweet and homely air. 
And still the toast shall gaily pass 

To manhood firm and free. 
And one fiill, bright, bewitching glass, 

Oh/ Wofnan dear^ to thee! 

Oh ! gentle be^ &*c. 
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And him — we '11 drink to him* who long 

Hath pour'd us many a lay, 
And wish that still his heartsome song 

May cheer his latest day : 
What though on other streams he chose 

To pour his fervid strains, 
Where yet, Old Tyne I thy current flows. 

His well-tried worth remains ! 

Oh I gentle be, &>€, 

And, next to him t — the loftier muse i 

Who, swan-like, leads the throng — 
We 11 drink to him a health profuse, 

And varied as his song : 
And when the charms of other vales 

Shall haunt his soul no more, 
He 11 shed his rays around the dales 

By Tyn^s sequester'd shore. 

Oh ! gentle be^ 6-r. 

And when the midnight chime is heard 

Announcing morning near, 
We'll briefly speak the parting word, 

And raise the parting cheer ! 
And then to rest with bosoms gay^ 

With heads and hearts both sound ; 
Till dawn-light glimmers into day, 

And sunshine smiles aroimd. 

* Robert Rozby. f Thomas Doubleday. 
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Then forth again, U^fishen strong. 
To seek the haunts by Tyne, 

And blithely, as he rolls along. 
To wield the rod and line I 



WILUAM GILL THOMPSON. 
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The Tyne Fisher's Call. 



"THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE." 



AlUgrdto, 
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C|)e :fisiW^ (Harlanti 



FOR 1832. 



The Fisher's Invitation to his Friend 
in Newcastle. 



[The joint producHon tt Robert Roxby and Thomu Doubleday. Ko record of Ibe 
number of copiei printed, Ihough Mutio lirei three bundred. Woodcut on title ■* 
■Iteied from Tignetli^ p, il., "Select Fibte*," 1890. -BJock dob In BoIid'i pcueuion. 
introduced it p. 41, " Wallon'i Angler," t8s6, and Rt p. 174 in " Hoflind'i Angler*! 
Manual,'' 1848, ai Bewlck'i. Publiihed in "Coquet-dale FiibioE Songt," iSsi. Thil 
terminated the fint cotleciire luue. vhich wai very limited in number. The Garlindi 
■ere told separately at liipence each.) 



TUKK— " TaV your »uld Cloak abou 

[HE snaws are gane &ae haugh and hill. 
An' Coquefs streams rin merrily; 
An' mony a troutie we will kill 

If thou 11 but gang an' fish wi' me ; 
I 've bought a creel, I 've bought a gad, 
Brass wheel an' line, and tackle rare ; 
We '11 wile the Skeggar frae his baud, 
An' pou him out wi' heuk and hair. 



I saw twa Fishers frae Ltnsheeh, 
This verra day they spak wi' me, 

But Thursday gane they fill'd their creels, 
The trouts they lap sae eydently. 
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The pools are glitterin' i' th' beam — 
The primrose blooms at Brinkbum Hd^ 

The sawmon 's lyin' in the stream, 
An' westlin* breezes saftly blaw. 

The laVrock 's liltin' i' the sky, 

And hails the gentle genial spring ; 
A* nature now is rife o' joy, 

An' hill an' glen wi' music ring ; 
Then grip thy gad, and don thy creel ; 

For ilka thing there 's time an' tide ; 
Thraw beuks and bizz'ness to the Deil, 

An' gang awa' to Coquetside, 

" A penny saved 's a penny got," 

An' penny greed aft makes the man, 
An' aye it seems to be our lot 

To toil for gear, do what we can. 
Some end as puir as they began ; 

Some dee puflPt up wi' worthless pride j 
But, rich or puir, " life 's but a span," — 

An' we'll enjoy 't at Coquet-side, 

There 's mony a ane has siller ore, 

That finds it downa make him smile \ 
There 's mony a ane has gowden store, 

Wha wears a heavy heart the while. 
It's guid, sometimes, to stay an' toil; 

It's guid, sometimes, to wander free; 
Folk loup the dyke when there 's nae stile ;- 

Sae aflf to Coquet-side wi' me. 



His Friend in Newcastle. 



A man may gloVr in mony a beuk, 

An' after a' may end an Ass ; 
A man may have a hidin' ncuk, 

An' yet be twined o' a' his brass ; 
A man may win a tocher'd lass, 

An' find her but a cankered bride ; 
It's pleasure gars the warld pass, — 

Sae up, an' aff to Coquetside. 



Nbwcaetus, Afril i< j>. 
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"TAK* YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YK" 



Moderato, 
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this juncture the Garlands appear to have come to a 
stand-still until 1842, when William Gill Thompson 
resuscitated and remodelled an unpublished effort of 
Robert NichoFs, and placed it in the publisher's 
hands. Thompson writes to Garret, December 1824, (no doubt 
with a view to continuously inserting NichoFs Garland at that 
date,) " I have now, I think, made all the alterations which I 
imagine can be made without re-writing the piece. If you 
should determine upon printing it, will you be kind enough to 
let me see a proofs that I may satisfy myself with the punctua- 
tion 1" However, they appear to have lain dormant till March 
1842, when Thompson encloses Nichol's amended manuscript 
with the following note : — " I think you may send poor Bob 
into the printer's hands ; as for the additions, of course dead 
men are past complaining." Here is one stanza of NichoFs 
original composition, shewing that Thompson must have en- 
countered tolerably uphill work to mould it into presentable 
form: — 

''When the sun in meridian breaks out, then he 
Sits down on the banks with the lunch on his knee. 
Tho' the banks of the Coquet are all very fine 
They can't be compared to the banks of the Tyne." 

This ^^ Garland for 1833" commenced the second collective 
issue, published in 1842, embracing the whole series from 
1820 to 1845 inclusive, though from an advertisement it ap- 
pears a few copies were issued terminating with the Garland 
for 1840. 




The Angler's Delight. 



[Originally written by Robert Nichol in x8io, and intended as the Garland for that 
year ; remodelled in 1824 by William Gill Thompson, and issued in x84a as the Garland 
for X833. (Printed in its original form in Richardson's '* Borderer's Table Book/' 1846. } 
Two hundred and fifty copies printed for Emerson Chamley, March 25, 1843. Woodcut 
om title, as altered from vignette at p. 182, " Select Fables," 1820.] 




TuN»— " The Ploughman." 

HEN the sunbeams are bright in the far eastern sky, 
The Angler departs with his rod, line, and fly ; 
Of the vice of the town nor its folly he dreams, 
For his soul is wrapp'd up in the sports of the streams. 



A lunch in his pocket — a creel on his back, 
Up Tyneside he wanders, ne'er minding a track ; 
Though coloured the water, and cloudy the sky, 
His mind 's full of hope when he puts on his fly. 

The thrush it sings sweet in the blithe month of May, 
And the air is perfumed with the early mown hay; 
The flowers too are blooming luxuriantly wild, 
And the breeze from the west comes deligl^ully mild. 

Through the air go his flies — on the water they light. 
As soft as if wings had assisted their flight ; 
The trout is deceived, and then "whiz" goes the wheel- 
With a few plunges more, lo, he 's snug in the creel \ 
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But now, when in glory the sun shines on high, 
The fisher gives ease to his rod and his fly : 
And, his fi^me in contentment, his heart full of glee, 
He sits down on the banks with his lunch on his knee. 

And as the £air stream rolls in majesty by, 
With its song in his ear and its sheen on his eye, 
He thinks, though the banks of the Coquet are fine, 
They can't be compared to the banks of the Tyne ! 

Long, long may he think so — ^'tis nature that speaks 
Her delight of the scenes where his pleasure he seeks: 
The scenes which fi*om boyhood have lived in his heart. 
And wi// live till life and its blessings depart ! 

Now he fills up a bumper, with joy in his eye. 
And he looks to the greensward, he looks to the sky. 
He looks to the river whose beauties have bound him. 
And wishes that long may it murmur around hinu 

Now, with spirits replenished and gay grateful heart. 
The fisher intently continues his art ; 
Till the sun, beaming westward, illumines the dome, 
And the fisher thinks then of his fiiends and his home. 

His creel now overflowing, in gladness he goes, 
With firmness of nerve and with cheeks like a rose : 
And, his spoils being examined, his compliments sends. 
With a dish of the finest firesh trout to his fiiends. 
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Here 'a success to the lad with the rod and the creel. 
And may all joy attend him that mortals can feel ; 
With kindness and love, may the world on him look, 
Nor seek to deceive him with treachery's hook 1 




lOO 
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"THE PLOUGHMAN.'* 
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FOR 1834. 




The Morning Invitation. 



[By William Gill Thompson, who writes, under date March ax, 2843 : " Feeling some- 
what in the humour, I have thrown off the enclosed as a GzxUaid /or wm4 year." Two 
hundred and sixty copies printed for Emerson Chamley, April x, 1843. Woodcut on title 
as altered from vignette at p. 33(6, "Select Fables^" zSaa] 




TuNB— "Ye Banks and Braes." 

HE sun shines high o'er Whickham's woods, 
And bright on RytorCs time-graced tower, 
And balm and beauty breathe afar 
From every soft and fragrant flower : 
The Tyne — ^thy native stream ! — flows on, 
'Mid garden fair and greensward sweet, 
And wafts, in course majestical, 
Its glittering treasures to thy feet 



Then up ! away ! and taste the mom. 

As now it breathes on brilliant T^ney 
And don the fisher's manly garb — 

Assume the creel, the rod, the line. 
And hie thee to the shining stream, 

As, cool, it laves green Rytotis side. 
And, with keen eye and practised hand. 

Seduce the sparklers from the tide. 
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Then on 1 — ^where Prudho^s time-worn walls 

Still brave the blast and woo the breeze, 
Where bright-wing'd birds, in melody, 

Are warbling sweetly in the trees : 
There lay. thy true and gifted hand 

All lightly on the stainless waters. 
And strew each memory-haunting strand 

Thick with its finny sons and daughters ! 

Then on ! — ^where BywdVs hallowed glades 

In summer's splendour seem to hover ; 
Where sunshine bathes each balmy grove, 

New sweets — ^new beauties — ^to discover : 
There ply the art thou lov'st so well. 

And, when thy stream its store has granted. 
Survey, with glist'ning eye, the spoil 

For which thy heart so thickly panted. 

Then through each scene retrace thy steps 

To where a bright, bless'd eye may mate thee ! 
Not bless'd the less because it had 

Some hng'ring moments still to wait thee : 
And tell it of thy morning's joy. 

And tell it of thy mid-day's pleasure ; 
And clasp its owner to thy heart. 

And say she is thy dearest treasure ! 

Thus shall thy day be spent as one 
Who revels in the charms of nature — 

As one to whom the genial air 

Might add an increase of his stature : 
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And, at Ihy hearth, thy evening hour 
Its race of radiance shall not cease~- 

For iherv thou 'It feel, as night comes on, 
The transports of domestic peace ! 



WILLIAM GILL THOMPSON. 



NcwcASTL^ A^r3 18, 1834. 
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"YE BANKS AND BRAES." 



Andante, 




^—i w^^ 



^j^rr^-rttp ■ i r ij i r-r^ 



y g c I g P ^^ 




^'"j?.c, r ^K ^ ^ 




^ 



f &-f &T | g'1rr^ 



j/ f? P & C 




FOR 1835. 




My Glendale Friend, 
Will Reedy O ! 

AN angler's greeting. 



r 



[By William Andrew Chatto, author of Stephen Oliver's " Scenes and Recollections 
of Fly-fishing in Northumberland, Cumberland, and Westmoreland," "Rambles in 
Northumberland/' and the literary portion of Jackson's "Wood-Engraving." Two 
hundred and sixty-four copies printed for Emerson Chamley, April xo, X843. Wood- 
cut on title, as altered from vignette at p. 8, " Select Fables/' xBso. To form some idea 
of the alteration in the blocks, the reader will do well to compare the cut on this Garland 
with the " Select Fables," as noted above. Chatto writes to Garret, (March 38, 1843,) 
'* I enclose for your acceptance three other songs relating to angling, which you are at 
liberty to use as you please." This Garland was one of them, and the other two have 
been respectively inserted in the present edition as the Garlands for X847 (Autumn 
number) and x8so. I have a proof of ** My Glendale Friend, Will Reedy O ! " printed on 
a single 8vo sheet, with press corrections, signed " Stephen Oliver," Chatto's ncm eU 
plume, inscribed *' written in 1834."] 




TuNB— ''The Lea Rig." 

LET my hat be e'er sae brown, 
My coat be e'er sae seedy O ; 
My whole turn-out scarce worth a crown, 
Like gent's, well-bred, but needy O ; 

Yet still while I have got 

Enough to pay the shot 
Of Boniface, both gruflf and greedy O, 

I '11 fill the sparkling cup. 

And 1 11 drink it fairly up, 
To my Glendale friend. Will Reedy O ! 



no My Glendale Friend, 

Away wi' carking care and gloom, 

That make life's pathway weedy O I 
A cheerful glass makes the flowers to bloom 
And the lightsome hours fly speedy O ; 

Be merry but and wise, 

Prize the minute as it flies, 
And Sorrow never will heed ye O : — 

Then put the goblet round. 

With a Fisher's Garland crown'd, 
To my Glendale friend, Will Reedy O I 

Three summers now ha'e fled sinsyne 

We met where Glen runs speedy O ; 
Where ye on Cheviot mutton dine, 
Wi' Cheviot fleeces deed ye O ; 

Where ye wile, wi' meikle skill. 

The braw trouties frae the Till, 
To pleasure baith and feed ye O : — 

Here 's the lads of Cheviot side ! 

Here 's of anglers all the pride — 
My Glendale friend, Will Reedy O ! 

WILLIAM ANDREW CHATTO. 
April TiQi 1835. 
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"THE LEA RIG." 
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The Anglers Invitation. 



[Ajiother Garland by W. A. Chatto, which, with the following for 1837, had previously 
appeared in " Scenes and Recollections of Fly-fishing." Two hundred and seventy- 
eiglit copies printed for Emerson Chamley, April 14, 1B42. Woodcut on title as altered 
from vignette at p. 98, ** Select Fables," xSao. Chatto writes: "You are perfectly wel- 
come to print the two Songs from the ' Scenes and Recollections,' (Garlands for 2836 and 
X837.) Only one of them was set to music — 'The Fisher's Call' I have a copy of the 
music, but I cannot at present lay my hands upon it" He further adds : — " From the 
lines which I transcribe on the opposite page, you will perceive that for some time past 
X have been a stranger to the pleastu-es of the Gentle Art" 

"Lines written in the blank leaf of a copy of Holland's ' British Angler's Manual,' 

presented to a friend. May 184X. 

'Ccestus artemque repono.' 

* No more the Angler's silent trade 
I ply : aside my tackle's laid, 
My hooks are rusted ; of my flies 
Consuming moths have made a prize. 
At dewy mom, or twilight gray, 
With rod in hand no more I stray 
By Teviot, Bowmont, Kail, or Tweed ; 
By Liddel, Yarrow, Jed, or Reed ; 
By Glen or Coquet, TUl or Tyne ; 
'Tis three years since I wet a line I 
For fishing I am " off the hooks ; " 
I 've also shelved my angling books; 
Old Walton* s page no more I con ; 
** Young Stephen* s occupation 's gone ! " 
Young Stephen ^wc*— now, well-a-day, 
He's forty-two, and turning gray ! ' 

"Stephen Oliver." 

The above lines were printed in " Blakey's Angler's Song Book," 1855.] 

Tune — ^' Jessie, the Flower o' Dumblane. ' 

HE wild bull his covert in ChUlingham wood 

Has left, and now browses the daisy-strew*d plain; 
The May-fly and swallow are skimming the flood, 
And sweet in the hedge blooms the hawthorn again ; 
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The young lambs are skipping on Cheviofs broad mountain^ 
The heather springs green upon Whitsun-bank side ; 

The streams are as clear as the limestone-rock fountain, 
And sweet is the palm-blossom's scent where they glide. 

Oh, leave for a while the dull smoke of the city; 

Sons of gain, quit your desks, and your ledgers lay by, 
Seek health in the fields while each bird sings its ditty, 

And breathe the pure air underneath the broad sky ; 
Sons of pleasure, come view the sweet primroses springing, 

Leave the scene where the light figurant^ whirls round ; 
Come, list to the lark in the blue ether singing. 

Come, see how the deer in the green forest bound. 

The glad trout is roaming in every clear stream. 

And the grilse and the salmon now drink the May flood ; 
Then, anglers, be up with the sun's early beam, 

Let your flies be in trim and your tackle be good ; 
In Till there 's good store of fat trouts to be won, — 

Let your skill load your creels as you wander along, — 
And at night, as you tell of the feats you have done. 

Cheer your talk with a cup of good wine and a song. 

CHORUS. 

Then leave far a while the dull smoke of the city; 
Sons of gain, quit your desks, and your ledgers lay by. 
Seek health in the fields while each bird sings its ditty. 
And breathe the pure air underneath the broad sky, 

WILLIAM ANDREW CHATTO. 
May 9, 1836. 
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"JESSIE, THE FLOWER O' DUMBLANE." 



Andante, 
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FOR 1837. 



The Fishers Catt. 



By Ae dear mmmbiK staeai tbol Mfli <p»Wiiift xtil free, 
O'er cr^ an<I through rale, ffs gTid coone ft} (fM fs*. 

Then up, fishers, up ! to the waters away ! 

Where the bright trout is leaping in search of Ms prey. 

In the pools deep and still, where the yellow trouts lie, 
like the fall of a rose-leaf we '11 throw the light fiy ; 
Where the waters flow gently, or rapidly foam, 
We 11 load well our creeb and hie merrily home. 

Then up, fishers, up ! to the waters away ! 

Where the bright trout is leaping in search of his prey, 

WILUAH ANDREW CHATTO. 
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FOR 1838. 




Summer Rambles ; or, The 
Fishers Delight. 



[By William Gill Thompson. Two htmdred and seventy-six copies printed for Emerson 
Chamley, May 6, 1842. I have not been able to trace the woodcut. In the manuscript 
the fourth stanza is thus originally written : — 

" Tis pleasant o'er the evening glass 

To hear the blithesome song, 
And drink the healths of honest hearts 

We 've known both well and long : 
The Mitchells and the Roxbys rare. 

The Garrets * leal and true* 
The Doubledays^ the GiUans^ and 

Our winsome Chatto toe.** 

Thompson writes " I have removed the names, and made the verse still to harmonise 
with the one which follows."] 



\ 




TuNB — " There 's nae luck about the house.' 

IS pleasant now, when sunlight fills 

The odour-breathing air, 
To murm'ring streams and shining brooks 

In gladness to repair : 
Tis sweet to see the morning smile 

Of fishers as they hie 
To search the sparkling element 

With taper rod and fly. 
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lis sweet to see the matchless channs 

That gem around the scene — 
The warblings of the air-borne bu'ds 

On outstretched wing serene : 
To see the "glory of the grass, 

The splendour of the flower," 
As Nature puts her freshness*bn 

To gild each gladsome hour. 

And when the evening time draws on, 

And fiird 's the well-form'd creel. 
And thoughts of home upon the heart 

Wth gladdening ray will steal : 
'Tis pleasant to the angler's soul 

To raise his shining load. 
And with his taper rod and reel 

To take his homeward road. 

'Tis pleasant, o'er the evening glass. 

To hear the blithesome song. 
And drink the healths of honest hearts 

We *ve known both well and long : 
Who Ve haunted all the sweetest spots 

Of our delightful stream, 
With zest as indescribable 

As youth's delicious dream ! 

And stilly as onward rolls the hour, 

And recollections, kind, 
Come back, with soften'd hues and forms, 

And light the thinking mind, 
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'Tis sweet to quaflf a cup to thos< 

The Dead — the Gone-away — 
With whom we Ve spent, in manhood's prime, 

Oh, many a happy day I 

Then blessings on the anglers true ; 

Contented may they live ; 
With every grace and every good 

That bounteous earth can give : 
. Success crown every manly heart. 

And every gifted hand, 
As by the silent streams they take 

Their joy-inspiring stand 1 

WILLIAM GILL THOMPSON. 
Newcastle, A/rtl i6, 1838. 
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"THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE." 
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The Auld Fisher's Invitation 

to Supper. 



[By WUliam GUI Thompson ; entitled, in the manuscript, *' The Auld Fisher's Invita- 
tion to Supper ; or, The memory of other days ;** which latter title was expunged. Two 
hundred and seventy-six copies printed May 9, 1848. Woodcut on title as altered from 
vignette at p. 278, ** Select Fables," 2820. For music, see Garland for 1832.] 




TuNB— " Tak your auld cloak about you.' 



0M£, friend, and take an angler's treat, 
And take a social friendly glass, 
And, blithe and gay, we '11 spend the night, 
As fishers' nights should always pass : 
We '11 call to mind the early days 

We Ve spent beside the " coaly Tyne,*' 
With rod in hand and hope in heart. 
Though vanish'd now, alas ! lang syne. 

Come, leave your musty books a while, 

Your bauld, disjointed, blund'ring rhymes. 
And let us talk of other scenes, 

And-former bless'd and happier times : 
Come, let us talk of other years. 

Ere yet our eyes to weakness tum'd. 
In the sweet hope at last to find 

Where Learning's torches brightest bum'd. 
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Let 's talk about the sunny vales 

We Ve trod, with hearts all wild, together, 
By rolling lyn^s enlivening sides 

In glorious Summer's matchless weather : 
When on each object fair to view 

We cast our deeply-glistening eyes, 
Or laugh'd aloud till echo woke 

Beneath the bright and sounding skies. 

Come, come, no more of books, no more 

Of paper, smooth and pure, to-night ; 
We *11 spread a happier sheet to view. 

More truly welcome to the sight : 
And on its ample surface fair 

No tropes obscure shall dimly shine. 
But sparkling trouts, all deftly caught, 

From out our own majestic Tynel 

And as the strangers, each by each, 

With zest shall promptly disappear. 
We '11 drink a glass to that rich stream 

Which fumish'd forth our social cheer : 
We'll toast each true and happy man 

Who Mranders by its much-loved side. 
And draws, with skill, its treasures forth. 

As calmly on, in peace, they glide. 

And when the cloth 's removed and all 
Its savoury occupants are gone, 

We '11 sit around the cheerfld hearth 
And talk, anew, of many a one : 
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And, as we warm in heart, and as 
The radiant fancy round us plays, 

We '11 fill the glass brim-full and drink — 
The BRtLLUNT Lights of other Days ! 




C|)e :fte|)er*i5 Variant! 



FOR 1840. 



A Day by the Side of the Fast- 
Flowing Tyne. 



[William Gill Thompson's last Garland. He writes, (May a, 1843,} " I have now 
done my best for the Garlands, and I have sent you up the others for preservation." Two 
hundred and seventy-six copies were printed March 14, 1843, for Emerson Chamley. 
Woodcut on title as used at p. 94, '* Select Fables/' 1830. It would appear from an 
advertisement (already mentioned) that a limited number of the series was bsued at this 
time, terminating with the Garland for 1840. "The Garlands for 1833 to 2840 are just 
printed for the first time.**] 




Tune—" Derry down.*' 

|OME, my lads, from your pillows spring, open your 
eyes, 
And look out the best of your rods and your flies : 
Cast care far behind you — ^let sorrow go pine — 
For we swear we '11 be off to the Banks of the Tyne, 

But, first, let the board be spread, ample and wide. 

For there 's no fim in fasting, whatever betide : 

Let the eggs conie in clusters, the coffee in streams, 

And the ham, tongue, and fowl, fade away like your dreams. 

Now a " caulker," the finest, of rich mountain dew. 
To add zest to our spirits and strength to our view ; 
Then away ! like true sons of the angle we '11 shine. 
With our rods, creels, and lines, on the Banks of the Tyne, 
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Where Ikwbum lies fadgbt, in the nch monung tiflDe, 
With its age-sprinkled turret, all calm and sublime, 
We '11 start like keen fishermen, up to the chase, 
Determined no fugitive beats us the race. 

Then on will we ramble to WylanCs deep holes^ 

Where the large heavy trout lie together in shoals. 

And we '11 hook them, and creel them, and make the glades 

ring. 
As with hearts, like our rods, all elastic, we '11 sing. 

Ha ! here *s Ovingkam, famed, where the Great Bewick lies, 
Once so dext'rous at handling the bonny brown flies. 
As he roved, in his youth, by the side of the streams 
Which he afterwards hallow'd in glory's bright beams ! 

May his mem'ry be bless'd where he lies by the side 
Of his own rapid river, his glory and pride ; 
Few graced it as he did throughout his bright day. 
And — so — fitting it is he should live in our lay. 

We '11 visit his streamlets, decorous in mood 

To think that we stand where that Giant One stood ; 

But, how sacred soever the streamlet may be. 

We '11 still hook " the natives " with hearts full of glee. 

Then BywelTs deep pools of some " thumpers " we '11 drain, 
While every new cast gives new mirth to the strain. 
And the salmon lie splendid and bright to the eye. 
And they take their last look of the stream and the sky. 
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Nov, OUT creels being well fiU'd, we will all form a truce, 
For a true fisher never takes aught but for use ; 
And we II leave the bright denizens, happy and gay. 
Till we pay our next visit another grand day. 

And we 'II off to the " Mdichem" where Trotter " hangs out," 

A rare hand and skilful at cooking a trout ; 

And with salmon, ham-collops, and eggs, too, galore, 

We '11 eat, drink, and sing, as we 've oft done before. 

Then, when midnight draws nigh and the dial of fiin 
Shews how truly and bUthe our gay course we have run, 
We 'II stand, hand in hand, with our glasses at bay. 
And we 'U drink — " To our mext merrv meeting, hitrrah ! " 

WILLIAU GILL THOHFSON. 

NawcASTia, May i, 'itft. 
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FOR 184I. 
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The Auld Fisher's Last Wish. 



[Again Doubleday and Roxby come to the rescue, and again axe the Garlands con- 
tinued. The manuscript is Roxby's, but the lyric is from Doubleday's pen. No record 
of the number of copies printed. Woodcut on 'title as altered from vignette at p. 164, 
" Select FaUes,'' 1820 ; published in " Coquet-dale Fishing Songs," x8sa. The block is 
in Bohn's possession, introduced in " Walton's Angler,'' 1856^ p. 67, and in Hofland's 
*' Angler's Manual," 1848, p. xxi. as Bewick's.] 




TuNB— '* My Love is newly listed." 

HE mom is gray, and green the brae ; the wind is 
frae the wast ; 
Before the gale the snaw-white clouds are drivin' 
light and fast ; 

The airly sun is glintin' forth, owre hill, an' dell, an' plain ; 
And Coquet's streams are glitt'rin' as they rin frae muir to main. 

At Dews-hill Wood the mavis sings beside her birken nest ; 
At Haly-stane the laverock springs upon his breezy quest, 
Wi' eydent e'e, aboon the craigs, the glead is high in air. 
Beneath brent Brinkburtis shadov^d cliff Xh& fox lies in his lair. 

There's joy at merry T^risHey-kaughy the new-mawn hay to win; 
The busy bees at Todstead-shaw are bringing hinny in ; 
The trouts they loup in ilka stream, the birds on ilka tree ; 
Auld Coquetside is Coquet still, — ^but there 's nae place for me. 

My Sun is set, my eyne are wet; cauld Poortith now is mine ; 
Nae mair I '11 range by Coquet side, and thraw the gleesome 
line; 
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Nae niair I '11 see her bonnie streams in spring-bright r^ment 

drest. 
Save in the dream that stirs the heart, when the weary e'e 's at 

rest 

Oh 1 were my limbs as ance they were, to jink across the green; 
And were my heart as light ag^ as sometime it has been ; 
And could my fortunes blink again, as erst when youth was sweet, 
Then Coquet — let what will betide — fii' soon we twa should 
meet 

Or had I but the Cushaf s wing, where'er I list to flee, 
And wi' a wish, might wend my way owre hill, an' dale, an* lea j 
Tis there I 'd fauld that weaiy wing ; there gaze my latest gaze ; 
Content to see thee ance again, — then sleep beside thy Braes ! 



THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 



NlWCASTLX, Xa/ I, 1841. 
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"MY LOVE IS NEWLY LISTED.*' 



(NORTHUMBRIAN AIR.) 



Affettuoso, 
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Auld and Young. 



[By Thomas Doubleday. Two hundred and fifty copies printed for Emerson Cham- 
ley, March 9, x84a, on Smith & Alkiut's imitation paper, and twelve on genuine re- 
print paper. I have not been able to trace the woodcut Published in " Coquet-dale 
Fishing Songs," 1853. Chatto writes to Garret (March 1842) : — "I thank you for the 
Fisher's Garland for 1842, enclosed in your letter. If the writer be Robert Roxby, and 
he be yet in the land of the living,— at any rate R. R. is post-dated zst May 1842, (allud- 
ing to this Garland, which was published March 9^ and signed R. R., though dated May 
1,) — I wish you would make my acknowledgments to him of the great pleasure which I 
have derived from his ' Evergreen Garlands,' as well as from his ' Reedwater Minstrel.' 

** I regret that I have not the pleasure of knowing Mr Roxby personally, but if he be 
still in the land of the living, I hope to Aave ; and pray that he may live in vigorous 
age, frosty but kindly, till I shall have an opportunity of accompanying him to the 
banks of dear Coquet ^Truly yours, 

"Wm. a. Chatto."] 




TuNB — " Fie I gar rub her owre wi* strae 1" 

|T 's Mayday this ; the wale o' days ; 

The westlin' wind blaws saft an' free, 
Far i' th' sky, their notes o' joy 
The Lav'rock-quire are liltin' hie. 
Hear them ye may, ye canna see ! 

The dew-drap sparkles on the thorn j 
And nature says to ear and e'e. 

This is" — my boy, — " a simmer's mom." 



u 



Round Shillhope-Law^ young Coquet's stream- 
A half-grown Syke — ^is wimplin' wild : 

She bids *' guid mom" to Barra Bum, 
Like child forgath'rin' in wi' child. 
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*Mang Rowhope Craigs the winds, beguiled, 
An angry speat send down the vale. 

And ower the Linn, wi' bickerin' din, 
She's foamin* like the heady ale! 

'Neath HarhoUle's auld castle wa', 

Amang the cliffs she boils amain ; 
Frae rifted rock to woody shaw ; 

Frae stalwart craig to auld gray 5tane. 
Down, speedin' hameward, she is gane 

Past lanely Beppk's njiu'd peel ; 
And wha begins aboon the whins. 

At FlotUrton may load bis cred* 

I canna climb the brent hill-^ide, 

Where stripling Coquet first is seen ; 
Where 'neath the Bell-rig^ shadow wide. 

The silly sheep lie down at e'en ; 
I canna climb the knowes, sae green, 

Where round ■ * the bend " the river tteils, 
Or where she wars, amang the scaurs, 

Her weary way to rough Linn-shids, 

Still we can toddle, fit by fit, 

To Brinkbum where the breeze bits fine ; 
The auld man's nae sae crazy yet. 

But he can thraw a winsome line. 
'Gin there we fail, we 'se no repine; 

When smelts are eydent, trouts are shy; 
And i' th' slack, by the dam-back^ 

We 'se maybe raise a grilse forbye I 
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It 's ill the mountain side to spell, 

When ance the knees begin to fail ; 
When ance the snaws o' a^e we feel, 

It 's ill to thole the mountain gale, 
" Slaw wark maks sicker" 's an auld tale ! 

Where'er they loup we 11 tak our stand ; 
An' thou shall say. Lad, mony a day, 

" It 's weel to ken— the Maister's Hand." 

THOUAS DOUBLEDAY. 
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" FIE ! GAR RUB HER OWRE WI' STRAE." 
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FOR 1842. 



The Angler's Adieu for the Season. 



[By Thomas Doubledfty ; iponreeted (!) hy Robert Roxby. No leeord of Che mimber 
of copies printed. Woodcut on title as altered from vignette at p. z68, " Select Fables," 
1820 ; used in its present state at p. z68, Bohn's edition of " Select Fables." Compare 
the cuts. Though the idea conveyed in the four concluding lines is the wune as that 
embodied in " The Marriage pf the Coquet and Alwine/' we must 9t lewt exempt 
the author of this Garland from the charge of plagiarism. 

Fubli^ed in " C<x}uet-dale Fishing Song*/' 1852.] 




Tun K«-'^ The boBaie gny-eyed norD." 

|DIEU to thee, dear Coquet-side ! thou now art in 
thy prime ; 
Rejoicing in thy music and the echoes of thy hills ! 
Rejoice whilst yet thou canst rejoice! for soon shall 
come the time 
When frosts shall sit upon thy crags and dry up all thy rills ; 
When winds shall blaw and storms shall fa* amang thy sources 
wild, 
And drift on drift, all grimly heap'd, deform thy flowery plain, 
Scarce struggling, slaw, beneath the snaw, thy waters now so 
mild, 
And this maun be, dear Coquet*side, or ere I come ag^n ! 



Adieu to thee, Biindburn, sac lone ! upon thy braes sac green, 
Thy sheep now bask the live-long day, aneath the brent hill- 
side; 

And pleasant is the e'enin' hour, and pleasant is the scene, 
To watch the Herd wend ower the sward at gloamin' eventide. 
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He stoops to drink upon thy brink ; and as his shadow movesy 
The scary trout glides swiftly out, to seek for shelter fain ; 

But winds shall sweep, an' rains swell deep, the waters that he 
loves ; 
And this maun be, dear Coquet-side, or ere we meet again ! 

Adieu to thee, Linshids sae rough ! amang thy beetlin' scaurs, 
Aneath the beams the laughin' streams may sparkle an' may 
play; 
Now bright in sun, now dark in shade, the water, as it wars, 
Through rifted craig an' flood-worn cliff, its journey and its 
way. 
As owre each linn, wi' gleesome din, the streams come gurglin' 

gay, 

There let the troUer wave his gad an* strike " the mennim " 
fain, 
For soon the floods o' winter wild shall roar frae bank to 
brae ; 
And this maun be, dear Coquet-side, or ere I come again ! 

Adieu to thee, auld Hepple Tmver! around thee, far an' wide. 
The heather's purple on the muir, the bonnie whin's in 
bloom; 
And thus it was by Coquet stream, beneath dark Simomtde^ 
When mony a warrior, mould'rin' now, first found his Roman 
tomb. 
Flow sweetly down, flow proudly down, thy wild expanded 
dale, 
And twine an' glint aneath the sun, e'en like a siller chain ; 
For when December's tempests come, it 's a' of sma' avail ; 
And this maun be, dear Coquet-side, or ere we meet again ! 
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Adieu ! adieu ! sweet Weldon brig! the harvest on thy hill 

Is waiting for the sickle's sweep, in a' its liveried gold ; 
And down by bonnie Hedley-wood^ where creep the waters still, 

The trout has made, aneath the shade, deep, deep, bis 
simmer hold. 
There, when the breeze just waves the trees, cast far an* fine 
" the flee," 

And let it drap as saflly as can drap the simmer rain ; 
For let the showers but shew their powers, all fruitless will it be ; 

And this maun be, dear Coquet-side, or ere I come again ! 

Adieu to thee, gay Felton Park / between thy yellow braes, 
Lang may thy waters keep their course in stream an* spread- 
in' pool. 
Adieu to woody Acklington ! where aft the shadesman gaes 

His silent sport to follow still beneath the boughs sae cooL 
And last, adieu ! grim Warkworth Tower ! where Coquet, like 
a bride, 
Beside her frowning guardian, to her Ocean Lord is ta'en ! 
Adieu, in all thy glorious garbs ! adieu, sweet Coquet-side ! 
And be thou sure to shine as bright when next we meet 
again! 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 
Newcastle, Stptemher x, 1843. 
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-THE BONNIE GTRAY-EYED MORN." 
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Up the Wreigh !" 



[The manuscript is Roxby's, signed R. R., Newcastle, March 31, 1843, though the 
song is by Doubleday. Two hundred and fifty copies printed, and twelve on old 
paper, for Emerson Chamley. Woodcut on title as altered from vignette, at p. 198, 
" Select Fables," X820. Published in "Coquet-dale Fishing Songs," 1852. The tune 
called " John, come kiss me now," (to which this Garland is set,) is of great antiquity ; 
but the words to which it was originally sung, with the exception of the chorus, seem to 
be lost, (though a version is printed in Dalyell's " Scottish Poems of the Sixteenth 
Century," Edinburgh z8oz, p. 147.) At the Reformation an endeavour was made by 
the more zealous of the clergy to give a spiritual meaning to the songs in popular use, 
and thus to convert profane or licentious rhymes into holy hymns. Among the songs 
so metamorphosed was " John, come kiss me now ; " and we quote a verse of it in its 
spiritualised garb, to shew the daring and unscrupulous lengths to which the early 
Reformers could go in combining familiar images with sacred. The effect is startling : — 

" Johne, cum kiss me now, 
Johne, cum kiss me now ; 
Johne, cum kiss me by and by, 
And make no more adow. 

" The Lord thy God I am, 
That Johne dois thee call ; 
Johne represents man 
By grace celestiall,"&c.—WHiTELAw's Scottish Songs. 

The following fragment appears in Herd's collection :— 

'* John, come kiss me now, now, now, 
O John, come kiss me now ; 
John, come kiss me by and by, 
And make nae mair ado. 

" Some will court and compliment, 
And make a great ado ; 
Some will make of their goodmaa. 
And sae will I of you. 

yohtif come kiss, &*c.*"} 




Tune—" John, come kiss me." 

ESTREEN, the clouds hung few an' mild, 
An' saft as maidens when they weep ; 
Or gently lay on Simonside^ 

Like bairns that cry themselves to sleep ; 
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But, now, out owre the mountain tap, 
They *re sweepin* wi* an' angry sky ; 

The veerin* blast blaws dead south-wast, 
— ^We'se cheat them a', an* up the Wragh / 

There 's some awa' to Sharperion; 

Frae Alwinton they 're owre the knowe : 
Wi' " Mennim" some 's to do the deed ; 

An' some wi' " Heckles" like a towe. 
They dinna ken the mist that hings, 

Black — black — on Rowhope-head sae hie ; 
Where now it 's toom, they '11 seun a* soom — 

— ^We 'se cheat them a', an' up the Wreigh i 

There 's braw, lang Trouts aboon Linn-shids^ 

Amang the scaurs they '11 haud their screen ; 
Deil scale the byke frae Redlees-syke^ 

Wi' wairsh moss-water black an' lean ! 
At HareJiaugJttum and KeengU-bum, 

They '11 smell the weather i' the sky ; 
On Carter-brow, it 's sleetin' now — 

— ^We 'se cheat them a', an' up the Wreigh / 

It 's unco weel to fill the creel. 

When wuii's blaw saft, and fish loup fast ; 
But when the mom comes dank and dem, 

It tak's anither kind o* cast ! 
When gusty swirls mak' cauldrife curls, 

An' sweep the peuls, wi' sudden skreigh, 
'Mang wund an' rain, it's no that plain, — 

— We 'se cheat them a', an' up the Wreigh / 
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It 's gsdly to the Norrid yet ; — 

See Cheviot's ridges, blue in air ; 
Aboon his pow, the gales may row, 

But shem a cloud daui venture there. 
Sae ye 'se put on your sawmon-roe. 

Whiles I a gowd-tail'd branUn' try ; 
She 's comin' down, a bonnie brown, — 

— .We 'se cheat them a', an' up the WreigA I 

At Caistron-deeps, they 're threshin' on. 

An' down by Flotierion's new Ha' ; 
I'se wad a pund, when night comes round. 

That, creel for creel, we bang them a' 1 
It 's spittin' now at Dewshill-wood ; 

At Heppk-ped it 's far frae dry ; 
There 's nane but feuls wou'd fish the peuls, — 

— We 'se cheat them a', an* up the Wreigh ! 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAV. 
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FOR 1844. 
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The Fishers Courtship. 



[By Thomas Doubleday, though the manuscript is Roxby*s, and signed " R. R.** No 
record of the number of copies. Printed for William Garret. Woodcut on title, a vile 
copy from the vignette, by Bewick, at p. 53, vol. iL, " British Birds," 1805, the same 
subject that was copied by Nicholson for the Garland of 1836. Published in " The 
Coquet-dale Fishing Songs,'* 1852.] 




TuNB — " The Women are a' gane wud." 

[OUT, Lassie ! ye *re dune wi' the kye, 
Sae canna ye wander wi' me, 
The Craft o' the Fisher to try, 
The cast o' his Tackle to see 1 
For ilk fish i' the Creel that may glint. 

Gin a kiss he may aiblins require, 

The Riddle we *11 read — or deil 's in % 

O' wha '11 be the foremost to tire, 

Ifout, Lassie! 6^c. 



The streams are a' purlin' in joy ; 

The Laverocks are up i' the lift 3 
The Herd he gaes whistlin' by, 

Forgettin' the storm an' the drift. 
Sae come, an' ye '11 soon understand 

How we tice baith the blate an' the slee, 
Wi' a wily bit waft o' the hand. 

An' a glegsome bit glance o' the e'e ! 

Houf, Lassie/ &*c. 
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Oh 1 come — an' ye 'se see wi' what airt 

The troutie we '11 wile frae the pool, 
An' gar him for ever to pairt 

Frae his hauld, sae secure an' sae cool 
Just as some — that ye ken o'— their breath 

Can hardly get leave for to draw, 
An' dread that they've come by their death, 

Ere they kent thirsells stricken ava' ! 

HatU^ Lassie! &^c. 



Oh ! come — ^We 'se gae up by the Trows, 

Where the Bumie rins wimplin' an' cfcar ; 
Where the breckan an' wild heather grows, 

An' the wild^^ose is sweet on the brier. 
Where amang the gray Craigs, i' the beam. 

The flowers spring in fragrance an' pride. 
In token that Luve is nae dream — 

If ye seek him by sweet Coquet-side. 

Houty Lassiel 6^r. 



Or to Usway let 's gae — an' we 'II draw 

The sawmon frae out o' his lair, 
Wi' this slender wee hazel, sae sma'. 

And this linklet o' bonnie brown hair. 
Sae a heart may be Strang in its might. 

Yet bend — ^a sair penance to dree — 
To a taper bit finger sae white. 

Or the glance o' a hazel-bright e'e ! 

Hotity Lassie! &*c* 
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Oh ! come : an' we'se rove by the streams 

Till the Sun 's sunken far i' the West ; 
An', if wcaiy we get wi' his beams, 

In the shade o' the Valley we '11 rest 
There the true " Fisher's knot " ye shall see ; 

The secret shall cost but a kis« ; 
And when tied, — 'gin ye canna win free, — 

We maun e'en let it bide as it is. 

Houi, Lassie! &•£. 

THOMAS DOUBLED AY. 
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TO HIS FRIEND. 
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The Auld Fishers Invitation 

TO HIS FRIEND IN NEWCASTLE TO GANG Wl' HIM TO NORTH 
TYNE TO TAKE ANITHER THRAW. 



[The manuscript is Roxby's, though this and the following Gariand are from Double- 
day's pen. No record of the number of copies. Printed for William Garret, 1844. 
Woodcut on title, copied in reverse from that by Luke Clennel, introduced as a vig- 
nette, p. 50, voL ii., "Bewick's Birds,' 1805. Publiahed in "Coquet-dale Fishing 
Songs," 185a.] 




E'VE fish'd the Coquefs far-famed streams 
From Blindbum to the Sea, 
And sung their praise, wi' mony Lays, 
In strains of minstrelsy. 



Nae mair we'll bide at Coquet-side, 

Another stream we 'U try ; 
And in North T5me we 'U cast our line, 

And thin the finny fry. 



We *11 bid farewell to Coquet-dale, 
Her hills and howes sae green ; 

To Weldon Inn and the wine-bin, 
Where merry days we've seen. 
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Now the Fa'-stane shall be our hame, 

Where heathy heights we '11 view, 
And take our rest near the moor-hen*s nest^ 

And quaff the mountain dew. 

The wintry winds hae (leased to rave 

Owre Keilder's dreaiy fell, 
The curlews left the briny wave, 

And sought the heather belL 

And the pee-wits and plovers a*, 

Allured by spring, once more, 
To their mossy moors an* favourite flowers, 

Forsake the sounding shore. 

The breckan's waving on the braes — 

The haughs wi' daisies fine, 
And the blithesome birds resume their lays 

On the banks o' sweet North Tyne. 

The broom shines bright on Mounse/s knowe. 

The whin at ThomeybUrn, 
And the Ousel's trill, frae Mantle-hill, 

Proclaims the spring's return. 

The wild-rose blooms at Hesleyside, 

The primrose at Lea Ha', 
Auld North Tyne's buskit like a bride, | 

Wi' her spring daes sae braw. ^ 

/ 






to his Friend in Newcastle. 175 



From winsome Wark to Simonbum, 

The trouty streams are fine, 
And the Anglers hie to throw the fly ; 

Wha wadna fish the Tynel 

Old Chipchase castle proudly stands 

Towerin' aboon them a', 
And the lone dove wails i* the grove 

Down at the Chesters' Ha'. 

The busy bees are on the wing, — 

Escaped firae winter's snaw. 
And merrily the songsters sing 

Frae ChoUerford to Wa'. 

The dew-drops sparkle on the thorn. 

The wind blaws frae the west, 
Wi' splendour breaks the April mom, 

In gold and purple drest. 

The welcome sight gives me delight. 

And I feel young again ; 
The sun's bright beams glint on the streams. 

And the trouts they rise amain. 

I '11 don my creel and grip my gad, 
Though seventy and twice three ; 

Sae seek yer tackle out, my Lad, 
And thraw anither flee. 
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And frae the North Tyne's savage source, 

Where prowling foxes stray, 
We '11 range the river's winding course 

To South Tyne's sunny brae. 

And then I '11 wind my tackle up, — 

The fisher's craft resign. 
And bid fareweel to rod an' reel. 

And hackle, heuk, and line. 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 
Newcastle, April 30, 1844. 
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The Morning Airly. 

[By Thomas Doublcday. Printed for William Garret No record of the number of 
copies.' 

Published in " Coquet-dale Fishing Songs,*' x8sa. This Garland terminated the 
original series of the "Newcastle Fishere* Garlands."] 

TuNB— "Com rigf are bonnie." 

T's late, my Lad, to tak' the Gad ; 

All nature 's now in motion ; 
The floods o' May hae swept away 
The Sawmon's fry to Ocean ; 
In Dewshill, lang, the Throstle's sang 

He 's been rehearsin' cheerly ; 
Our only line 's " far afF an' fine," 
And tak' the momin' airly ! 

Up through the glens, amang the staens, 

The bums wi' heat seem dryin' ; 
Slaw, tired and still, by Little Mill, 

Wi* worm the shadesman 's hiein' ; 
Ahint the bush that bauds the thrush, 

He now can shelter rarely ; 
Our only line 's " far afF an' fine," 

And tak' the momin' airly I 

At Alwinton, the washin 's on, 

And loud the Lads are singin' ; 
To see the sheep spang, soom, and dreep, 

The Dale wi' laughter's ringin' ; 
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Het, tired, an' dry, the thirsty kye 

The fords are taking fairly ; 
Our only line 's " far aflf an' fine,*^ 

And tak' the momin' airly ! 

Yet, through the trees, there 's still a breeze ; 

The pool the gale is curling ; 
Beneath the beam, the glitterin' stream 

Is owre the pebbles purling ; 
We're no' tlie sort to lose our sport. 

Because the stream lins clearly ; 
But thraw the line " far alF an' fine,** 

An' tak the momin' airly ! 

The gleg-e'ed trout we 11 pick him out, 

Amang the staens fu' deftly ; 
Our flies shall fa', the verra snaw 

Can come nae down sae saftly ; 
We '11 'tice them here, we '11 'tice them there. 

What though they loup but sparely, 
Wi' a cast o' line "far afF an' fine," 

All in the momin' airly ! 

When floods come down, a callant loon 

May catch them wi' a tether, 
And sawmon roe, be a' " the go " 

For gowks in rainy weather. 
But gi'e to me the light midge flee, 

When streams are rinnin' clearly. 
And a cast o' line " far afF an' fine," 

All in the momin' airly ! 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 
Newcastle, July x, 1845. 
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The Auld Fisher's Advice. 



IS DonbLeday. Puhllihcd ii 
t—" The fallowing suniu • 
iring of 1846, and lent 10 m 



handwrituig} together with my own copy, upon hii tAble ; 
ncoier either. The song now givsn ii ihErEfore neccuiH 
illentioml 'fiom my owd rough draught, wilhout the hi 



S£ ken the stream, it drives amain, 
Now in the sunbeam sparklin', 
I Now rushing fast, 'mid mony a stane, 
Beneath the allers darklin' : 
Now whirlin' in the pool at last, 

Wi' mony a circlin' eddy ; 
Now still, where esh and plane-tree cast 
Their shadows cool an' steady. 

The wind was scant, the sun was bright, 

Nae cloud to cast a shadow; 
The pebbles red shew'd back the light 

Like flowerets in a meadow. 
The wind was scant, the cast was fine, 

The flee fcU saft an' slyly ; 
A curl — and checks at once the line — 

•Tis he— but he comes shyly ! 
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In vain the stream rins laughin' on, 

In vain the breeze comes sighin', 
Till frae the branches,- one by one, 

The shrivelled leaves are ftyin\ 
In vain against yon pebbly brae, 

The gurglin' water 's foamin' ; 
Ye toil in vain, he '11 tak' his way — 

We'se tiy him in the gloamin'. 

'Twill no be lang or ere the sun 

Shall set behind the Cheviot, 
And thraw his latter rays upon 

Clear Jed an' woody Teviot 
Twill no be lang ere Simonside 

Stands dim an' dark in shadow. 
An' mists frae Coquet's bosom glide 

Owre mony a haugh an' meadow. 

Then ye *se put on your best moth flee. 

When e'enin's dews are fallin'. 
And, frae his screen in bush or tree, 

The mellow throstle 's callin'; 
An' I 'se put on my mennim gear. 

When moonlight 's just beginnin'. 
An' to the streams, frae far and near. 

The hungry trouts are rinnin'. 

An' first we 'se try a cast aboon. 
Just where the stream gaes birlin*. 

And sets the pool, aneath the moon, 
In mony a wrinkle swirUn'. 
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Then, gin ye fail, I 'se tak' a cast, 

E'en where the stream is foamin' ; 
The mennim 's sure his doom at last, — 

We 'se hae him in the gloamin' I 

THOUAS DOUBLEDAY. 
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FOR 1847. 
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The Angler's Invitation. 



[A hitherto impublished Garland, found jiiBonI the maDiuciipU, ligncd R. G„ ud dated 
December 13, iSaj, probabSy the pioductJoD of Robert GLIIaji, a< hii nuue ia upended 
to a. circukr ofthe Ncwcutle Waltonian Club is April ift)4- Mr While mini :— " I 

Jamet Chariton, of the Anchorage Sohool at Gatuhead. He became a clergrman, and 
was pallor to a unatl Fmbftcrian cliapc] at Stimrordhain ; lubtequcnUy he went to 
Glasgow, and had D.D. aiuched to hi) name, t think hg nHxeeded Dr Chaliiun in 
charge of a coDgicgatioa there. '3 



Tu™— " The Blriu of Aberfeldy.' 

Chokus. 

^FOXT/ArC iaddUs, let's awa\ Id's aivd, let's awa', 
Wi rods, and lines, and heuks, an' a'. 

To the banks d rolling Tyne O! 

Now gray the mom is bliBkin' out, 
The siller dare and speckelt trout ' 

Skim lightly here and there about, 
All in the rolling Tyne O ! 

Sporting laddies, &'/:. 

The ground is moist wi' April showers. 
The stream a porter current pours, 
Oh ! let 's improve these favour'd hours 
All in the rolling Tyne 01 

Sporting laddies, &'c. 
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The bait is set, the wily flee 
Quick draws the fish's greedy e'e, 
Tug, tug, puir troutie — ye maun dee, 

All in the rolling Tyne O ! 
Sporting laddies^ pull awc^^ puU awa\ puU awa\ 
And fill our creels wf great ari sma\ 

On the banks d rolling Tyne 0! 

But now we maun gie up the play, 
For night steals owre the joyous day, 
Wi' lightsome load we march away. 

To Newbum on the Tyne O ! 
Sporting laddies, march awa\ march awc^, march awa\ 
We Ul share likefishers, ane ati a\ 

On the banks d rolling Tyne 0/ 

But e'er we part, let's pledge the wine, 
Wi' Bacchus wreaths our brows entwine, 
And may our gifts on Friendship's shrine 
Be honesty an' truth O ! 
Sporting laddies, drain the bowl, drain the bowl, drain the 
bowl. 

To every lee-light-hearted soul, 

Wha fishes in the Tyne Of 

R. G. 
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"THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY." 
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The Anglers Even-Song. 



[This is one of the songs by Wiltiam Andrew Qiatto, sent to Garret for publication in 
the series; and although it was printed in "The Angler's Souvenir" in 1834, the 
author has been already so thoroughly identified with the "Garlands'* that I have no 
hesitation in introducing it as an *' Autumn number" for 1847, the precedent having been 
established in 1843.] 




|OBER eve is approaching, the sun is now set, 
Though his beams on the hill-top are lingering yet ; 
The west wind is still, and more clearly is heard 
In meadow and forest the note of each bird : 

The crows to their roost are now winging their way ; 

It is time to give over my fishing to-day. 

I arose in the mom, ere the sun could prevail 
To disperse the gray mist that hung low in the vale. 
To the linn I went straight, distant ten miles or more, 
Where the stream rushes down with a bound and a roar ; 
In the black pool below I had scarce thrown my line, 
Ere a trout seized my fly, and directly was mine. 

How they rose, and I hook'd them, 'twere needless to tell. 
I fish'd down the stream to the lone cradle-well. 
Where I sate myself down on a stone that was nigh. 
For the sun now was bright, and the trouts getting shy ; 
A flask of good whisky I 'd fail'd not to bring. 
And I chasten'd its strength with a dash flrom the spring. 
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Re&esh'd then I n»e and ascended the hiO, 
To gaze on the landscape so lonely and still ; 
Where I met an old shepherd, and near him lay down, 
At the back of a cairn, wheie the heather was biown ; 
And we talk'd of old times, and he sang an old strain, 
Till 'twas time to be gone to my fishing agaio. 

Though my creel be so latge, to the lid closely fiU'd, 

It will not hold the trouts which since morning I 've kill'd ; 

I must string on a withy three dozen or more — 

I ne'er in a day caught so many before, — 

But though heavy my creel, yet my heart is so light 

That 1 11 sing a blithe song of my fishing to-night 

WILLIAM ANDS£W CHATTO. 




FOR 1848. 



Visit to Redesdale. 



[A hithoto unpublished Garland, found among the manuscripts signed R. W. From 
the pen of Robert White, the historian of ** Otterbum," and author of the criticisms on 
the ** Garlands,** in the '' Coquet-dale Fishing Songs," X853. I have pleasure in adding 
that the authorship has been recently confirmed.] 




TuNK—" Down the bum, Davie." 

HE sun is up, a sweeter mom 

Ne'er dawn'd on Fisher's e'e ; 
How bright appears the springing com. 
The leaf's on ilka tree. 
The mists are gane, the day seems fair ; 

There *s joy by hill an' shore j 
And Reed is gliding onward there — 
The stream we prized of yore. 



We'll up by lanely Saughenside^ 

And then our sport begin, 
Where, sweeping o'er the channel wide, 

The bickering waters riru 
On ilka pool the ripple 's fine ; 

We 've fish'd them a' before, 
And, ance again, wi' heuk an' line, 

We '11 scan them as of yore. 
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At Birdh4fp€haugh^ and sweet TodlaWf 

The finny spankers lie, 
Near jutting craig, or spreading shaw. 

Secure fiae sun an' sky; 
But we can lightly thraw a flee 

Each distant eddy o'er. 
And switch them out by stane an' tree, 

As we ha'e done of yore. 

'Neath Lisha hrig^ fu' pure an' soft, 

O'er holm and upland brown, 
Which we in youth ha'e traversed oft, 

The western wind comes down ; 
Sweet is its breath, but sweeter still. 

Upon the gurly shore, 
Wi' pliant rod our creels to fill. 

As oft we did of yore* 

While on we stray, an' winding turn 

Round meadows waving green, 
We '11 come to bonnie Otterbum-^ 

Of a' the dale the queen. 
Beyond her battlefield of fame, 

Renown'd in British lore. 
She has on us a deeper claim — 

She was our home of yore. 

There wi' our host,* wha like his sire 

Is worthy, kind, an' firee. 
The flowing bowl shall mirth inspire. 

And tales o' fun an' glee. 

* Robert A&denoiS. 
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Well pledge, Triiat ilka honest heart 

Will echo frae its core : — 
"Reedwater, aye!" — "The fisher's art!"— 

"The friends we loved of yore." 



ROBERT WBITE. 
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"DOWN THE BURN, DAVIK" 



lloderato. 
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FOR 1849. 




The Piscatorian's Rant. 



[Tbe following " Rant," i»iilteo probaHy m ■ " Gariand ' for tnr i^teB Jfeir, 1 fiad 
unaig the mumscripU. The on^pnil ii in Thomu Doubledi^i wridof; ngncd "D.," 
And 19 DO doabt hit compooitioii. Hilherto tinpubliihedf Ihan pLaud ft u Ihc "Gar- 
Und"foriB49.] ' 

TmfE—" There '■ Ihiee piid fdlmrt " 
Tiu-^iM ^chti » tit mtming. 

jHERE's diree guld Fellows ha'e met, 
An' the]r are gaun to the war. 
An' they ha'e such gear as yet 
Was never seen near or far : 
For they ha'e three conjuring caps 
Fu' o' lear that downa be named, 
An' they flourish about steel traps 
Hung at bail that never was kamed I 

FULL CHORUS {am strepiio, decanters andgUases.) 
Merlin the Wizard was skilFd, 

Ati Faustus a Doctor rare I 

But wkUk d the twa ever laWd 

A $awmon wi" single kairi 

An* ilk has a magical Rod, 
It 's only to wave it to slaughter j 

Wi' Strang brass an' aim 'tis shod, 
An' it always points to the water ; 
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The mair that ilyieidsj the mair glorious — 

But, what causes maist surprise, 
It's sure to come aff victorious. 

If only its enemies rise/ 

O Merlin^ &*c. 

Dan Samson was stalwart an' Strang, 

Unless haly histoiy cozens j 
Cy armies he made an auld sang, 

An' kill'd the Philistines by dozens ; 
His virtue it lay in the hair, 

Sae he sloken'd his valorous thirst ; 
But it aiblins wad puzzled him mair, 

If he 'd had to ha'e caught them first 

O Merlin^ &*c. 

Thae three guid Fallows ha'e met 

To hand the trouties a tuil ; 
What reck gin the Lads be wet. 

As lang as their creels are full 1 
They hae slaughtered them airly an' late. 

They hae slaughtefd them sair to see ; 
An' a' the pains they are at. 

It is but the " bite o' a flee." 

FULL CHORUS. 

O Merlin the Wizard was skilPd, 

Afi Faustus a Doctor rare! 
But whilk d the twa ever kilPd 

A sawmon Vfi^ single hair f 

D. 

(CM^a THOMAS DOUBLEDAY.) 
1864. 
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"THERE'S THREE GUID FELLOW&" 



(Oswald's Set.) 
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Cjbe Si^W^ ^atlatiDi 



FOR 1850. 



\ 






The Angler's Reveille. 



[By Williin Anlreir OiaH 



B^SMLD Winter is gone, and young Spring now comes 
IgMj tripping; 

^Jjffiji^ Sweet flowers are springing wherever she treads ; 
While the bee, hovering o'er them, keeps humming 
and sipping, 

And birds sing her welcome in woodlands and meads. 

The snow-wreath no more on the hill-side is lying ; 

The leaf-buds are bursting, bright green, on each tree ; 

Ho, anglers, arouse ye ! the streams are worth trying ; 

Fit your rods, and away to riie fishing with me ! 



Haste away ! haste fwayfi for the south wind is blowing, 
And rippling so genfly the fiice of the stream. 
Which neither too ftfU, nocteo fise, yet is flowing. 
Now clouded, now bright with a sunshiny gleam. 
At the foot of the fall, where the bright trouts are leaping, 
la the stream, where the current is rapid and strong, 
Or just by the bank, where the skeggers seem sleeping. 
There dirow your fly light, and you cannot throw wrong. 



214 The Angler's Reveille. 



There 's a joy in the chase, over hedge and ditch flying ; 
Tis pleasant to bring down the grouse on the fell; 
The partridge to bag, throi^h the low stubMe trying ; 
The pheasant to shoot as he flies through the deU. 
But what are sudi joys to the pleasures of straying 
By the side of a stream, a long Une throwing free, 
The salmon and trout with a neat fly betiaytDgf 
Fit your rods, and away to the fishing with me ! 

To awaken the milk-maid, the cock is yet crowing, — 

She was out late last night with young Hodge at the fair, — 

To be milk'd yet the cows in the loaning are lowing; 

We 11 be at oar sport ere young Nelly be there. 

The weather is prime, and the stream in good order ; 

Arouse ye, then, anglers ! wherever you be, — 

In Scotland, in Ireland, in Wales, on the Border, — 

Fit your rods, and away to the fishing with me I 

WILLIAM ANDREW CHATTO. 
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The Auld Fisher's Visit to 
North Tyne. 



[By Robert Roxby. Published in "Richardson's Borderers' Table Book," 1846^ en- 
titled, " Epistle originally addressed to Robert Boyd, Esq., April a6, 1840. "] 



OW over auld KeUdar's wild muirs 

The breezes blaw safl frae the west; 
Spring pranks 'midst her blossoms and flowers, 
An' the fields in their verdure new drest 

The lav'rocks are up in the sky, 

Saluting the sun's glorious beams; 
And the fisher is casting the fly 

In North Tyne's meandering streams. 

There's breckans at Deadwater WeU^ 

And vilets at Hesl^sideHd^ 
The peewits on Hareshaw's brown Felly 

And the blasts o' grim winter awa'. 

I 'm off"in a whirlwind o' vapour ; 

On " Tractor's metallic" I'm gone, 
Wi' my creel, reel, an' angle, sae taper,— 

Away to the streams o' Falstone. 
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There, far frae the town's busy bustle, 
O'er the gay, daisied haughs will I roam, 

And list to the song o' the throstle 
Where blue-bells and wild roses bloom. 

So welcome! the hawthorn and hazel, 
The ivy-girt elm and " Witch-tree ;" 

I hate the street's dirdum and dazzle, 
Rocks, rivers, and wild woods for me. 

All hail! to the moorlands and mosses. 
To the lads wi' their collies and kent, 

And to a' the Tyne-side*s winsome lassies 
Wha lightly boimd over the bent 

And hail! to the hill and the heather, 
The heathcock and whistling curlew; 

Once more I shall hear the shrill plover. 
And the days o' life's morning renew. 

They may talk of " Arabian bowers," 
And " myrtle groves" over the sea ; 

Give me my Northumbria's wild flowers. 
And the hills o' my native countrie ! 

I have flsh'd in the Coquet sae clear. 
The Brownie^ the Brmmish, and Reed; 

I have tried the Kale, Wansbeck, and Wear, 
And tackled the trouts o' the Tweed 
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I have roved on the braes o* famed Yarrow, 
I have traversed the Tiviof and Tay,- 

Thrawn the flie in the Uevon and Dee, 
And mony a stream farther away. 

And now, in the JVortA Tyne's trouty river, 

My skill piscatorial I '11 tiy, 
Wi' " die heuk and the hair" I 'm still clever j 

So laugh, and look out for "a Fry." 

ROBERT ROXBY. 




CJe ^fteftet'fii ^atlanti 



FOR 1852. 



TThe Coquet Anglers Matin Song. 




|AND'RING by the streams apart^ 
Glad and calm as they ; 
Plying still my simple art, 
All the live-long day ; 
Seeking out the shadiest nooks 
Of the winding moorland brooks, 
Where the pearly waters sleep 
In their quiet pools and deep ; 
Where the greedy trout doth lie, 
Ready for the ensnaring fly ; 
Who so free from weeping sorrow. 
And from care, as I f 

Ere the bird hath haiFd the light. 

With his matin hymn ; 
Ere the sun hath put to flight 

Mist and vapour dim ; 
Forth through meadows wet with dew, 
I my wonted path pursue. 
Drinking in the morning wind. 
Leaving weariness behind, 
Smiling with the smiling sky. 
Singing ever joyously — 

Who so free from weeping sorrow, 
And from care, as I ? 
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Hopes as pleasant too. 
When the river's silvery line 

Opens to my view. 
Ah ! how little dream the crowds 
* 'Midst the city's tumult loud, 
How much pure and real bliss 
May be found in scenes like this'; 
If they doubt the verity, 
Let them hearken to my cry — 

Who so free from weeping sorrow, 
And from care, as 1 1 

Food for deep delight, I find 

Unexhausted round ; 
In the sunbeam and the wind. 

In the river's sound ; 
And when heavily I feel 
Struggling fish within my creel, 
When the eddying waters flash 
At the monsters' sullen dash, 
More and more eicultingly 
Doth my joyous spirit cry — 

Who so free from weeping sorrow, 
And from care, as I) 

Thou who heapest, day by day,. 

Wealth that cannot aid. 
Cast thy weary load away — 

Come and try my trade ! 
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Soon, or I mistake, thoult see 
A far richer argosy, 
In the wealth by nature pour'd. 
At thy feet, a boundless hoard; 
Soon, I wot, right heartily. 
Thou wilt join my song, and cry. 

Who so free from weeping sorrow, 

And from care, as I } 

THOUAS WESTWOOD. 



Ct)e Si^Ws ^arlatiti 



FOR 1853. 



An Angler's Reverie. 



Aw—" Come live with me,** &c. 




[OW pleasante on a sweet Spring morne, 
When dewdrops linger on the theme, 
When primrose banks, and honied bowers, 
Are kiss*d by sweetest April showers — 



Through flowr'y meades to wende our way, 
When sunrise welcomes the sweete daie, 
At chrystal brooks our thirste t' assuage, 
And worship God through Nature*s page. 

With Angle rod and lightsome hearte, 
Our conscience cleare, we gay departe. 
To pebbly brooks, and purling streams ; 
No cankefd care disturbs oure dreames. 

Oh ! surely virtuous must be 
That crafte, where Nature mirrors Thee, 
On every side we see Thy power ; 
From craggy rocke to simple flower. 
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Whilst nnder ibtdy Sycamore, 
Regardless of each fleetiog houre. 
Some deare Friend's converse we enjoy, 
Oure earthlie bliss has no alloye. 

From summer Sun's oppressive heate, 
From worldlie cares, a short retreate, 
Indulging freely in vain dreames, 
Of Halcyon daies by murm'ring streams. 



JOSEPH CfUWHALL 
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•S^^igi^e. 




: lesenDe of ?e 3Rpurn:e 
Coquette. 

WCg inonne (oteom @ommete« 
motne/ 
inien i)eggi« gaie Iiehecitt/ 
m^tb tatetfionie bIo«somi9/ bloom- 
jnge sloes/ 
anOe meaDotnes teUi bespecttt/ 
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(DStien josouiei tm^txttft onne tt^z jstpmie 

melolisoujat atmong/ 
IDintotmith/ to g^trUe ^ terte of manne/ 

snne cfieatfua ietgmptonie/ 
CtDO f^ieiieit)etcejs tostte tfiett angle toUtieiS 

{eft eioe potutf €lii/ 
atoaie frotnme buiotte i^untme of men 

ttegte cunnpge t^^Ut to tt^e/ 
'Bg Coliette Mi^tvttg lotelie istreamsjei/ 

anOe ^n goooe time anr^fie 
atte aiiiilsngtoun/ tnfiere lujettgl^ 
to f^n tte^e creelpf tfieg lecttstie. 
aHe lionot to t})^fiz meme s^ootte 

put0ueli ^n jstp^tste fagre/ 
ane tionor to ge CKS^gtitjat t!)at t^$jei{)e 

toptf) menoe/ flge/ anO liapte/ 
Cfiegre !)arnag0 mete anO M^ made/ 

jBitoete Oeieipojttej^ tlie^ pattalie/ 

Jn iipsnge troug|)t3a(/ or ®amon jettgQ 

more comliorouiet for to taiie ; 
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'Butte angle ge atte li^tsnge tgtne 

tD^tf) ba^teiei htttf) gooOe anUe fine/ 
iFrage not ge f^jeifie bg ispgibte of manne 
tofien ®unne trotib btr^glitlie $!)ine/ 
®t^e notte ^e oute ^ toeOer coltre/ 
gn raine antr jsdeate antie jsnotoe/ 
Oieie eDerge mannetre of fa^e ba^e/ 
tutte— tron't ixgt Canton Eoe« 
3tte 10 onfa^re untoe ^e fj^s^t 

tb^ poaciipge ta^te to uiete/ 
C|)og!ie aHe aHm^e tfiat trougtitK ttte to^n 

ftom tootme antr magote cfiuiete ; 
$>otoe tl)ej$e ttso Hngle f^at^tnta fared/ 

befoore t|)S£fjete Legentie entrsi 
Ifou 'n leatne— ttia^e iiotf) belongO toe tfie 

doc^etge otfe jFrgennti^/ 
IBotbe toere adtr^cteti to tbe Eoe/ 
anUe lefette fijottf) ^n tU0e Qoutie 
Co f^U tfiegre cteelgiet/ anH toalotd gn/ 
bS pocfie^nge/ poote tcoug|)tie( blooD ; 
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Oibste JOSOU0 teas ge Somecmi hate 

tsten ti)e; tbegtre «poocte began/ 
jFom manie (ourear ti)e bait btfoon 

gnne flitee Coquette ranne/ 
Sctiee mablee leapt o'et toc&e«/ titto trelte/ 

ftom teatiie Mmeres «pate/ 
ante oSe se Si:entig0 togetdsc «tatte/ 
ffxm JSoetoncteate; 




iOQett tiamauc/ p;nsotui/ clam/ ant tgit/ 

tfiegt Joitcis toere fetlg majD/ 
Ctest angle tobties offe fajte dlactt ttotne/ 
(tiir Iene0 ttag belitie enbate 
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3 tofiste ffovfit ta^/ ^e Ionge0t f)ztxzfi 

and fa^reieit tDeg coutti gette/ 
(Cas^tf) ale anDe aIum«coIoteO grene 
and plomtie of leaD tajm fitttz : 
tZDfies jeratte tioton iige faer ^ott»s^ ietreme 

tD^tf) roe ^e taiuteief to catclbe/ 
3nti ita0&gng ^n ge &ometrejK ^unne/ 

fOtr ii^tejBt i)ot!) eag^tr toatdie/ 
C^en futtiiee uppe tfie Btreame tteg fgieijeilie 

tgl (Submit mill tlbap ^sstite/ 
2:)ej9fcentisng ttenne to jCtuarrie fiole— 

t|)esm0elt)e0 to gette a ti^te/ 
jFotre fiongeceief pietrcgnge ttotne ^ati notoe 

toamO ecte one/ iicief manne inner/ 
Cbogbe t^0l)snge tie lefpoort e'er ieroe gooOe/ 

tbere 'let $si mot^t jsipoort ^n Dgn^^^^* 
TS^ tb^ tgme Co&ete0 lieattie GouD 
ittejec liigliejet po^nte liaDDe pajet/ 
anD e&e pe %9ijeiDerre mouglit liabe tr^D/ 

tigtl) ttauOtUl Qse0 a cajete/ 



1 
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dee! jBiee! looiie! loolie! crgeo one of t!)e^m/ 

ge jsmeltejBi rgjote farre anD neare/ 
anH certeier/ tteg onne letutface plaieD 

anO botte ftenntis0 ttatua DgOti ctiere/ 
Cbag t|)ogt)t/ ge ffejfjtlje of plaignge tgreO/ 

toolO 0eiie tfiegr fettstO fooOe 
anOe eagertte eciie jefet?eti !)g0 roOOe 

anO toaOeO ^n ^e QouOe/ 
'Butte nestter couiOe ^z f&Sf^tn majftt 
tl)0gl) tostl) burte tbe^ toece jsimstten/ 
Ct)e jsftneltjef atte Ckua&^ttetf G^e0 toont tjfU/ 

^e Ctuaft^eiei tmain toe^r b^ttgn ; 
Cliogl) no more 0^00 tl)e tgtiet t^^e/ 

get jeitgn tljap Oeeper toegr/ 
H n0en0sbls tfia^ je(an& anti 0an& 

pn qugcltjetanOie! treacf)srouje( amjftl 
mUn jefoOa^n tije fed ^ gabe toage/ 

anO Ootine ttntatf) ^ toatie 
mtnt toon of t|)esm/ togirio oec anO oer 

|)B0 ttsenO ^^mtU OpO jotatie 
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3^ cl^ngsnge to a tuiOoe btaunct 

t!)at ot)etgonge ^e lettreame/ 
HnUe l]){)iieit !)e Oriejei fi^js Otrgppsnge cloatfiejei— 

Igiefte to ^e o^tiei trrerne* 
Der lieOOe anH earest pn mutrOe anO lefantie 

to^tbe toater Ontmlie mixt/ 
jFul greuouiei tiete antie O^jeimal colOe/ 

l)e tgoglit 1)^0 %nnt toajsi 0[rt/ 
)^uge fMiejer fD^tf) large pgggl epeief 

anO trat)enou]a( jSl^mie eelejec/ 
(Svttt jediegsstrjef to^tl) ttegr ta^ ^m lettruclt/ 

an0e laugljt^ butiett ^n pealeief 
JFtrom €o&ette0 t^nn^e Oen^fenjet 

toto neDeiet mutfte gatte ti^otrte/ 
anO troglit ^e qua&^nge jCtuali^n: up 

at oUie !Bi^nge Coquetjei coutte ; 
dBden t|)Uje( pe J^^nge— (CtElliat tioe ^e liete ? 

tots jogne ^e ^nne out; treele ? 
If ou ftnotie t^at etgliette tOtr{)stilie0 
atte oure lebee a ctreele/ 
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HnO tf)og{)e ^ou tie not ponfitfit^n got 

If et tm ^u lie in oure tiottt^ faOn/ 

toe 'Q ierenie ^ou oute— ecoH 
(Udtat £ici)ane toe Doe ?— tofiitl oet anO oer- 

enjoge oure qu^et tre^ctf 
W3i^ toe oure pteug counc^ meete 

sou fiere maie fi^di&e ^ur deleier. 
(Dt ! Ctuaii^e truiie r^gt^tlie nagmti— 

^e ttgenO O^OH Qua^ t)^ feare) 
iPb ! EoiaQe ^Ij9(terre> m^gf^tie mgnge/— 

iDt ! 3Lortre/ 3 feele £ioe queete ; 
H ea MtK^^t ^e tf)ou toUt lefpare 

mg Igfe onne t^giB^jete occacgon 
Cl^e purl^nge jatremejof ttom mg tieiSinejef 

ne moo gtbil OreOO ^nuacsom 
cost!) maciilti letneere ano Oepe contempte 

se EoiaQe face O^ti motte/ 
^ou tie trseO/ quotib de/ sour creelsiar to fgll- 
sou can't catc{)e uiei/ tig 3[ot)e ; 
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cose Hont compia^ne of todat pou ItsOe/ 

tutte atte oure nexte aiederg^e 
(CCOte truUe meane to ^Hgte sou 
forte ff^^tmn^n^t ge S^eier $ 
(DtEle cannot gette a quget meale 

t»!)0e ^u ti)e toattette ttwd^t 
0ntie/ ajs onne jeiutfaice ^u tijegm ttsslbte/ 

toe 'U jsett^a noto ^oute fiaieilie $ 
iFotte tf^Tffi ofence oure tientence I^te 

toe meters ^o^ commanOe/ 
Cf)at ftom tfi^jBt tgme t^g CtugcimanOjei name 

be cbanggti to CtuaiieiSanO/ 
gtat)er cbatge toe ^nOe pret^ttO/ 

to^f) damon Boe fou fetfjecfie/ 
9nOe aSe offence of i^ittgz fisnOe 
toe 'U gteooiDSlie pun^0l)e< 
l^atlie ! ane ^e future agejK— I^e !— 

oure proclamation imotoe : — 
Ipere folotoptf) a sentence pa0ja!ti 
&tre fe0]et)enge damon Boe ; 

Q 
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me notte aitwemiielti jn (til courte— 

S>1 culpcete Doe notte ti)ole, 
jrnmme ttsMe Oaie— c(«i gou lae ttjstie 
bsjte — 

nasnw tJiBsee ;— 

JOSEPH CR&WHALL. 




Ct)t ;fifi;|)er'is ^arlatiH 



FOR 1855. 



Lines addressed to a Friend, 

ON RECEIVING AN INVITATION TO JOIN HIM FOR A DAY'S 
FLY-FISHING IN NORTH TYNS. 




HE bee, 'mid flowers still fond to roam, 
At sttnset seeks his moorland home ; 
When dying day forsakes the west, 
The lav'rock finds his lowly nest ; 

And I — ^who would, a truant, stray 

In youdi 'mid waters far away — 

Now gladly tiirow my latest line 

At home upon the banks of Tyne. 

Alas ! how often those that toil 
In distant realms, for fortune's spoil, 
And crowd with care their litde span, 
Are fain to end where they began I 
Home-sick, they turn their eyes once more 
'Cross ocean's waste, to Britain's shore ; 
And I, returning, throw my line 
Upon my native banks of Tyne. 

Enough for m€^-«4}i«ug^ ijha^ the day 
When I wouU waiKler far away, 
I 've seen full rm»f a pleasure go. 
And many a loving heart laid low — 
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Enough for me, that, spite of ill, 
I love the sparkling waters still, — 
And friends still bid me not repine. 
But welcome to the banks of Tyae. 

The early beam, in mists that rose, 
In evening on the water glows ; 
The sod, that smiled in spring-time showers. 
Autumn embroiders still with flowers ; 
Spring, summer, autumn, scatter bland 
Fresh garlands each, with careless hand. 
And I with joy can throw my line — 
(kay-hair'd — upon the banks of Tyne. 

And, when the dalesman bars his door. 
And daricness broods o'er moss and moor, 
And sport at length must have an end. 
And wearied anglers homeward bend, — 
There, where wit smiles at humour's birth. 
And wisdom can shake hands with mirth. 
The genial day I'U crown with wine, 
Upon the heathery banks of Tyne, 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAV. 




FOR 1856. 
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The Jolly Anglers. 



TuKE— "Happy Friendship." 

RIEN'S, we Ve fish'd a' day thegither, 

Where 's three better-hearted chiels? 
Some like Streams, and some the Heather, 
Sport to a', we Ve filFd our Creels. 

Envy 's na found at our table. 

Joyous we thegither clan, 
Drink the Gad, the Gun, the Stable : 

Let each Brither be a Man. 

See us smiling a' guid natiu'e, 

Canker'd Care 's no us amang, 
Joy depicted on each feature, 

Still mair happy by this sang. 

Now we '11 sing the Hunter's pleasure, 
Now well toast the Dog and Gun, 

Each his faw'iite Sport may treasure, 
Luck to af, — Oitar Day's work 's done. 



May Nimrod* aiye fed Foxes plenty, 
And ha'e mony a pleasant run ; 

Muir-fowl, may the dogs aft scent ye : 
Sport for Man wi' Dog and Gun. 
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Why should envious feelings haunt usi 

Adverse pleasures a* agree ; 
What care we gin Toonsmen taunt usi 

Kintra sports are fair and free. 

Though we care na Hounds to follow, 

Muir-cocks care we na to spring ; 
Yet we haud him a gutd fallow 

That can cheerie a' Sports sing, 

Noo, Frien's, join we a' in Chorus, 

Let a' Sportsmen Bridiers be ; 
Meikle sport we hope's afore us, 

Be 't what may, we '11 aye agree. 

Chorus, (con Strep.) Frieris, we've fish'd, &^c. 

JOSEPH CRAWHALU 



« 
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« HAPPY FRIENDSHIP." 



Moderato. 
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The Angler's Matin Song. 

TuKE— " The HowM o' Glmotchle." 

■HE Sun's gowden orb now dispels morning mists, 
And gaily the laverock lilts i' the sky ; 
The crood o' the cushats the chorus assists, 
Whilst the bees frae the brume to wild heather- 
bells fly; 
The throstle now whustles frae bonnie birk-tree, 

And dew-beads are drappin' frae ilka green bush, 
The vilets and gowans that sprent every brae 
Wi' perfumes the sweet Simmer mom's air sulTuse. 

The wee lammies sport by the side o' the yowes, 

And o'er the lush meadows the croonin' kye stray, 
Bright Pfacebus wi' gowd paints the braes, fells, and knowes. 

And sweet blushing briar-buds welcome the day ; 
The wastlin' wind soughs through the saft waving com, 

And draps frae the hedges the wat blobs o' dew. 
Where'er tunis the Angler, sweet flow'rets adom 

His path — ilka step mral pleasures accme. 



The clear wimplin' bumie rows on its fair course, 
" Enchanting his soul wi' its sweet melodie ;" 

On ilka side Nature wi' him holds discourse, 
And frae a' warldly cares feels his conscience is free; 
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Tlw toatffiana and gowdea ■mbaatt'bow to the biaaze, 
And wild roses wantonly try to ensnare 

Wi' their sweet-scented May-buds th' wandering bees, 
And hawthorns' snaw-blossoms perfume the sweet air. 

The twittering ouzel ftae stane to stane flits, 

Wi' his dusky gray jacket and snawy white throat ; 
The hem-seugh his eyne for scaly fiy quits, 

And ilk feather'd chorister tunes up his note ; 
What joys then around us on ilka side seen, 

And wha wad na follow this charming pursuit ; 
He that cares na to worship auld Nature's fair Queen 

May aye be weel pleased wi' a creelfu' 0' Trout 
< 

JOSEPH CRAWHAIL. 
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"THE HOWES (y GLENORCHY." 
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FOR 1858. 




] 




a 3(ltg|)te iHLntit <!larlanl>, 

pcouSstelile to tie (eeb of (;9anns« @oule. 



jJF ()ontBnge/ (jatofcBngt/ jrotoI= 
Bnp/ jrpsgftnge/ 
CEcde maee ten goatie offe 
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CsOH^e iDDge one toQe loQe toHe i Doo/ 
CSODpe iDUge oHe toQe loQe tge Date/ 

CSODge ttitise oRe toQe loHe toHe ape Hoe/ 
CgUDe Uitise oQe toRe loQe tge Hate. 



iTor ^nUxKzst t»oIle tDe |)ounOe0 ftt^ folotoe/ 

dBiisci) laborgoujai Ui to U0/ 
l^lBS^erreH I^ppejet t»^e OBugel fiolotoe/ 

JFul 0ot:e 0loettsnge/ inne a fuj8!ie(e» 



l^atttlisnge jeremgtt) nogoujei toe 110/ 
(Ciame anHe Hgisporte often goon/ 

collision otte/ 0tsne {latoliejet e^cgetoe uier/ 
C^Qe togt^e tfittieite t»e are t^ggte Doon. 

iFoulgnge 0emst|) me mooieite jofsmp^l/ 
(Cftet)ou0 ttogf)e/ inne (CaeHer coUie/ 

CQ^tte 0tan(f)e Ooublette ano ciojse tDgmp^n/ 
^peD^tf) foottt)e ttt iFouIere boltre* 
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j0one of e ti)esme a menrie letp^rste 
Htte outre H^ootrte^ mage incurre/ 

CI)og6e ecibe Eturte mate ]baf)e a metitte/ 
angle ^je(|)snge toe urefimre* 



Dtterre iTgiedeilignge *0 toete anOe gtebotui/ 

Caujeie of e grete infffm^tna/ 
jTuUe toete ano coUie in apte to let)e m/ 

IButte |)olie anOe Cgne bg ttsie(0e canne le0e« 



@)toete0te leiattoure of e metie Qoure^/ 
l^olierom toallie onne ^ommetejof mome/ 

^elottgoujei fotDle0 grete ecige |)oute0/ 
^toetetrre Uivtz ttan l^ontetre^ i)otne« 

Ctulie/ to mjf beiete Hgietctecson/ 

iFe0]e!|)snge in tge mooieite D^etgfite/ 
CibS9Sje(e ^ete 0' tftgncarnacson/ 

cio.ioCcc.xxxxx.vin.* 

♦ 1858, 
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CstiDet futile oDe ti^ loKe tone i Do/ 
CstDse fbtee otte tolie/ lolle t^ Dale/ 

Cgtitise fthee olte tone loUe tol a^ 00^ 
Ce&tiee innse one ttdle/ lol tje Date, 

JOSEPH CRAWKALL 
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The Anglers Address to his 
" Ladye Love." 



TuNB— *' Pack, clouds, away." 

[RISE! love, rise! 
Ope thy sweet eyes 
And hear a constant Lover ; 
How fair thou art 
Let this poor Heart 
To thy chaste breast discover. 




The Sun is up ; 

Each floweret's cup 
With dew is overflowing; 

The sportive Lambs 

Play by their dams, 
And Kye in meadows lowing. 



The tinkling rills 

Thro' heath-clad hills 
Their way to Ocean burrow ; 

Birds on each spray 

Bid welcome day, 
And hail this sweet May morrow. 
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For flies look out 
As down the stream they whirl 

And fearless sail. 

To balmy gale 
Their gauzy wings imfiirL 

Tlie summer Sun 

Earth's love has won 
Thus early this fair morning, 

Why should my Fair, 

Gay, debonair. 
Lie Somnus' bow'rs adorning 1 

Sweet Sweeting, wake, 

That joy partake 
All Nature else enchanting ; 

The cooing dove 

Now greets his Love, 
And mine alone is wanting. 

JOSEPH CRAWHALL. 
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Coquet-side. 



■OW May has donn'd her kirtle rare ; 

The day is lang, an' short the e'en ; 
i The open sky how smiling fair I 
The bumies rin in glitterin' sheen. 
Newcastle smoke we left yestreen : 

Wi' Morpeth Men's we wadna bide ; 

And now by bank and meadow green 

We 11 spend the day on Coquet-side. 

Oh, had we met when we were young 

Wi' Soxby here an' Doubleday — 
The lads umnatch'd that sweetly sung 

Sic fishing lays as last for aye ; 
What rare delight to see the twae 

Wi' flees in order skim the tide, 
And hear the wit that well'd away 

Whene'er they cam' to Coquet-side ! 

The ^oomy castle wa's are near, 
And Halyitane lies down the glen : 

We '11 fettle now our fishing gear, 
And fairly &' to wark like men. 
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O* toun-bred folk no ane i' ten, 

Wi' a' their senseless, empty pride, 
Can e'er the bliss — the pleasure ken 

That we enjoy at Coquet-side. 

See trouts are loupin' left and right; 

Now let your flees fa' softly down : 
The rain that patter'd through the night 

Has dyed the water lightly brown. 
Ye Ve nabb'd him there — a switchin' loun — 

In stream or pool nae mair he '11 glide ; 
Three fish like that are worth a crown 

To chiels like us on Coquet-side. 

Another's heuk'd — I hae him fast ; 

The danglin' bob is snatch'd and a'; 
These lucky moments winna last ; 

We hae a rise at ilka thraw. 
How fine the welcome breezes blaw, 

And curl in waves the dimplin' tide ! 
Sic sport as this I never saw ; 

What think ye now o' Coquet-side ? 

Your kings might prize a shepherd's lot, 

Wi' streams below and hills abune ; 
For blessings grace his cozy cot, 

When heart and saul are baith in tune. 
If life be like a day in June, 

As we hae choice o' England wide, 
Wha wadna spend the afternoon. 

And gloamin' too, by Coquet-side 1 

* 

ROBERT WHITK 



Ct)e jfi&Ws (Hatlanti 



FOR 1 86 1. 



The Angler s Wish. 




TuNB-^" When the kye come hame." 

|OME all ye jolly Anglers that fancy in your dreams 
Ye 're killing gleg-e'ed trouties in fair Northumbrians 

streams ; 
In JReed, or 7/7/, or Beaumeni^ sweet Wansbeck, 
Coqueiy Tyne^ 
My wish is, honest fishers, in this pleasant sport ye 11 shine ; 

In this pleasant sport ye '11 shine, 
In this pleasant sport ye '11 shine ; 
My wish is, honest fishers, in this pleasant sport ye *11 shine. 

Whether Worm, or Flee, ur Mennum y'r attention does 

engage. 
Bar roe and every other bait Artt 'd sully Walton's page j 
Gie the bonnie speckelt ftyM/tn. fair chance for their fate. 
Kill nae Saumon, Trout, or SMKe when the stream's in spate. 



By far owre mony Anglers tak' pride upon their skill. 
And proudly shew their panniers when rains the bumies fill ; 
But gie me the skilfiil lad, when the water 's clear and fine, 
At nicht shews a full basket by fair rod and line. 

Nae matter how ye get them gif ye do but angle fair. 
An' aft in sunny Simmer time yer skill is tested sair ; 
But this I will maintain, that on ony bright June day, 
Wi' mennum or red worm ye *11 aye land y'r prey. 
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The flee 's an unco bait i' the Spring-tiine o' the year, 

The saumon roe proves deadly when streanis are dark and 

drear; 
But of a* the lures we ken, nane can wi' the worm compare, 
Join'd wi' skill, nae gallant fisher need 0' sport despair. 

Great men, Divines, Philosophers, of every degree, 

Hae swell'd our ranks. O Angling ! o' sports thou bears the 

gree; 
Through thee we hold communion wi' the high powers above, — 
A paction o' guid fallowship, health, innocence, and love. 

JOSEPH CRAWHALL, 



l&eepe 
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FOR 1862. 



The Conqueror Worm. 



H|n£ may sing o* red heckles, an' May-flees forby, 
k^QH Your lang casts and fine, i' the Spring ; 
a KB But a, bonnie red Worm, i' bright June, let me try, 
And to bank fest the Trouties I '11 bring. 
J^en, here 's to the Blue-head and bonnie Red Worm, 

Not forging the Mennum sae bright; 
TaS the two f their turn, wV fine tackle and firm, 
I 'It count the tlee-fiiher at nicht. 

I care na to ha'e owre a limmer gad, 

I care na to ha'e meilde line ; 
Yet still to my Creel weight and number 1 11 add. 

Though I fling but ane out at a time. 

A fifleen-fit rod, stiff out till the top joint. 

Is the weapon I finest wad wield ; 
But aye mak it fine as ye near the point. 

And lightsome to hand in its build. 



Awa' wi' your Fishers doon stream wi' lang line 
When the streamlets are drumlje and drear; 

An Angler's skill 's shewn when the Water is fine, 
In sweet June, when she 's glassy and clear. 
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Up ! np 1 wi' the Wonn, ahint stanes, under braes, 

Wi' little mair line than your Gad, 
And the Trouties '11 find that their deadliest faes 

Are na May-flees, red heckles, or Cad. 

The Flee 's aft been sung, and its virtues extolPd 

For filling a Creel wi' sma' Fry; 
But after this sang, gentle Fisher, mak' bold 

The red Worm in Simmer to try. 

We Ve emptied our flasks tho' we Ve aye fill'd our crae^b, 

And now for a nicht's sweet repose ; 
Up early the morning, and at them like De'ils, 

For to-morrow our Campaign must close. 

We Ve sung a guid Sang, and imbibed quantum suff,^ 

And empty the Bottle o* Wine is ; 
Tis as guid as a feast, the auld Saw says, enough ; 

Sae now, Brither Fishermen — FINIS. 

CHORUS. 

TTiefiy here V to the Blue-head and honnie Red Worm^ 

Not forgetting the Mennum sae bright; 
TaJi the twa V their turn, wV fine tackle and firm, 

m count the Fkefisfier at nicht, 

JOSEPH CRAWHALL. 




i 



FOR 1863. 




The Dying Angler s Last Look at 

Coquet. 




Tune—" The mill, mill, O ! 

HE night draws nigh — across the sky 

Creep shadows of the gloaming ; 
But drearier still, and deathly chill, 
I feel my dark hour coming. 
Now lift me in thine arms, stout son. 

And thou, O loving daughter. 
Stand back — my farewell gaze must fall 
On Coquef s lovely water. 

Stand back — throw wide the pane — ^thank God, 

These eyes behold, in dying. 
With lingering strain, so fond and fain. 

The scene before me lying. 
The south wind moans — I know its tones ; 

And see, O loving daughter, 
How day's last beam does flush the stream. 

And gilds the glittering water. 

Now place my rod beside my hand — 

I live in days gone by ; 
I climb the steeps, I wade the deeps, 

I throw the cunning fly ! 
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Wild wbads mf led, full growsmi^ creel — 

O son ! O loving daughter ! 
In maddest dream was ever stream 

Could match with Coquet's water? 

Hark ! 'twas a salmon's splash — aha ! 

He 's hook'd ; my rod bends double ! 
A royal fish I the pool afar 

Foams round his stormy trouble. 
He yields, he dies — a noble prize ! 

O son ! O loving daughter ! 
In maddest dream was ever stream 

Could match with Coquet's water ? 

In the blest land of heaven, they say, 

Are rivers fair beholden, 
That by God's throne flow murmuring on 

O'er opal sands and golden. 
My lot may be those streams to see ; 

But, O dear son and daughter ! 
Shall I ne'er cast a backward glance 

To Coquefs lovely water 1 

Take back my gad, and lay me down, 

Stout son — 'tis gone for ever ! 
My life ebbs fast 3 I 've look'd my last 

On that beloved river. 
Thank God, my latest word shall be, 

O faithful son and daughter ! 
For happy times, and loving bairns. 

And for Coquet's bonny water ! 

THOMAS WESTWOOD. 



Last Look at Coquet. 
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FOR 1864. 

} 



1 

! 





The Angler's Toast. 



TuNB— " The General Toast ; or, 
Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen." 

RINK, my boys, drink to the sports o' the field, 

Drink to the Gad, Gun, and Stable ; 
Each to its devotee pleasure does yield, 
Not the least the glad " meef* round the table. 
Let each drink his glass 
To his favourite Lass, 
I hope eighty lang years they thegither may pass. 

How joyous to Hunters the sound o* the horn ; 

To the Lads o' the Trigger the whirrin* 
O' pheasant firae thicket, or pairtrick frae com; 
To the Fisher his braw brass wheel birrin' ! 
Chorus again — 
We agree i* the main, 
Sae rattle the rafters till a' ring again. 

Ilk Brither 's accorded his favoured pursuit ; 

Success to his honest endeavour. 
Be 't hunting, or shooting, or heuking a trout — 
The sports of auld England forever! 
For Nimrody hurrah ! 
Ramrod zx\'* aM 
Lang rod an* red heckle can fettle them a*. 
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Here's to auld Soxby, the Coquetdale Bard, 

As weel 's his poetic compeers — 
True anglers their mem'ries will ever regard ; 
Let's toast them, my boys, wi' three cheers. 
For — on Coquet " the Nine" 
Ha'e biggit a shrine 
That a' the warld owre immortal shall shine. 

Frae Coquet, the scene o' their aft joyous " wMrf," 

Time ne'er can their " Garlands" dissever; 
Frae Warkworlh to Barrabum's lanely retreat, 
The Coquet for aye an' for ever! 
Wddon'i auld Ha' ! 
Fdton an' a', 
Rothbury, Hepple, an' bonnie Woodha'. 

May our hearts be o' happiness full as our creels, 

As our journey through life it will sweeten, 
Ane toast 'fore we part— fill a bumper — nae heds. 
And — here's to " our next merrie meetin'. " 
Chorus again — 
We agree i' the main, 
An' — now it is time we were " toddlin' hame." 

JOSEPH CRAWHALL. 
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FOR 1864. 

(atttumn lumber.) 




" The Last o' the Season/' 

TuNBr-«*Up in the Mornin* airly." 

|T's the turn o' the year for September beer; 
The breezes fast are changin* ; 
On ilk hill-head, ye may ken by their tread, 
The frosts hae there been rangin' : 
Nay, 'mang the lang grass, as through it ye pass, 

The rind clings white and pearly j 
There 's naething now for 't, gin ye wad hae sport, 
But up in the Momin* airly ! 

Yet never despair, though keen be the air, 

An' auld Coquet sniffs Winter before him ; 
Though his streams sae bauld rin clear an' cauld. 

As the braid Har'st moon glowers owre them ; 
For when the Mom's eye shall make gray the sky, 

Ye '11 find them purlin' cheerly : 
And there's naething now for't, gin ye wad hae sport, 

But up in the Mornin' airly t 

Then up i' the dark !— What tho' the lark 

Still 's snug in her grassy dwellin' ; 
Though, frae out the brake, the wary crake 

Nae tale o' his covert 's tellin' ; 
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And though close at your feet, 'mang the clover sweet, 

Ye startle the pairtrick sairly : 
There 's now naething for 't, gin ye wad hae sport, 

But up in the Momin* au-ly ! 

See, the gray mom peeps on streams an' deeps ; 

An' the mennims now are playin'. 
Where the stream rins bauld, in his darksome hauld 

The monarch-Trout is stayin*. 
Then your black flee fling with a light, gray wing ; 

Let your cast fall saft and sparely ; 
For there 's naething now for't, gin ye wad hae sport. 

But up in the Momin' airly! 

Sae your cast be vain, at once refrain ; 

Wha drives when there 's nae leadin' 1 
Let the lav'rock spring, an' the bee take wing, 

An' he 'se be in the cue for feedin'. 
Then the flee sae sma', an' the maisterly thraw. 

Maun shew " the craftsman" fairly ; 
Oh ! there 's naething now for't, gin ye wad hae sport, 

But up in the momin' airly! 

Though the monarch 's slain, there '11 still remain 

Anither hour for slaughters ; 
Gin the frosts ha'e been through the night fu' keen, 

An' keenly nipp'd the waters ; 
For, just where the beams now are warming the streams. 

The troutlets they'll a' loup rarely. 
Oh ! there 's naething now for't, gin ye wad hae sport. 

But — up in the Momin' airly ! 

THOMAS DOUBLEDAV. 
Afajf 9, 1864. 
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I LEST be thy memory. Father of Anglers, 

Ne'er shall it perish whilst we can throw line ; 
Aloof from our ranks keep all scoffers and wrang- 
lers, 

May no worthless pilgrim e*er sully thy shrine. 
Green grow the grass o'er thy last silent resting-place, 

Peace to thy ashes, — we honour thy name ; 
Long since thou 'st reached the good Christian's tiysting-place. 
Here thou 'st a niche in the Temple of Fame. 

JOSEPH CRAWHALL. 
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Brief Notices of some Contributors 
to the Original Garlands. 




[OBERT ROXBY.— /«^ 30, 1846.— Died, in New- 
castie, in his 79th year, Mr Robert Roxby. The 
deceased was bom at Needless Hall, Reedsdale, 
Northumberland, and, having lost his father at an 
early age, he was confided to the care of Mr Gabriel Goulbum, 
an extensive farmer in the neighbourhood. With that person 
he led a rambling kind of life until his twenty-fifth year, when 
Mr Goulburn became insolvent, and the small fortune of 
Mr Roxby being lost in the wreck, he was cast penni- 
less upon the world. About 1798, he became a clerk in the 
bank of Sir W. Loraine & Co., in Newcastle; and on the 
failure of that establishment, he entered the bank of Sir M. W. 
Ridley & Co., where his cleverness as an accountant soon be- 
came remarkable. After composing various pieces of poetry, 
of more or less merit, he published by subscription, in 1808, an 
edition of two hundred and fifty copies of " The Lay of the 
Reedwater Minstrel," a ballad poem, which he had gradually 
expanded into three books fi*om a mere metrical epistle of a 
few stanzas addressed to Matthew Forster, Esq. of Broomy- 
holme, near Chester-le-Street In 1822, in conjunction with 
his friend, Mr Doubleday, then a young man, he published 
what proved to be the commencement of a series of lyrical 
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productions, which obtained a large (?) circulation, and which 
since his death have been collected under the title of " The 
Coquetdale Fishing Songs." In these ballads he took great 
pride, which their popularity sufficiently excused. That their 
originator should predict that songs which have been sung on 
the banks of the Ganges, and on the banks of the Hudson, 
would not speedily be foigotten, is quite pardonable. Several 
copies of verses contributed by him will be found in " Richard- 
son's Table Book," and other local works. A striking portrait 
of the deceased was executed in 1838, by Nicholson, from a 
sketch by Train. — Local Records of Northumberland and Dur- 
ham^ ^c.y by John Latimer^ 183 2-1 85 7. 



vv ^ 



IILLIAM GILL THOMPSON.— 6>^/^^^ 21, 1844. 
— Died, in Newcastle, aged 48, Mr William Gill 
Thompson, reporter in the Newcc^tle Chronicle Office. 
Besides very great professional ability, he possessed 
considerable poetical talent and literary attainments ; and his 
contributions to various periodicals, both in prose and verse, 
were very generally admired. — Ibid, 



(\«>) 



OBERT NICHOL.— 4/>n7 14, 1838.— Died, in 
Newcastle, aged 62, Mr Robert Nichol, the author 
of several compositions in prose and verse, some 
of which were printed in the Newcastle Magazine, 





—Ibid 
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|EV. HENRY COTES,— February 8, 1835.— Died, 
at Bedlington, aged 76, the Rev. Henry Cotes, 
Vicar of that place. Mr Cotes was endowed with 
considerable literary attainments, and was the author 

of " Sketches of Truth," in three volumes, and several other 

works, both in poetry and prose. — Idi^i, 




MERSON CKARNLEY.— August 13, 1845.— Died, 
in Newcastle, aged 63, Mr Emerson Chamley, book- 
seller — a business which he and his father had con- 
ducted in the town for nearly a century, and which 
won for him from Dr Dibdin the title of " The Veteran Em- 
peror of Northumbrian booksellers." — /did. 




X t?5^x- 




IILLIAM GREENE.— William Greene was bom in 
Newcastle-on-Tyne in 1788. His father, William 
Greene, carried on a considerable business as a 
manufacturer of pins, and also as an oil-crusher, in 
the vicinity of Newcastle ; in the latter of these callings his 
son succeeded him. After the peace of 181 5, the business be- 
coming unprofitable, he wound up his affairs, and, after a time, 
became manager of the Carlisle station of the Newcastle and 
Carlisle Railway. By the deaths of two maiden sisters, he. 
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however, became ultimately possessed of a handsome com- 
petency, and died in Newcastle in 1861. He was never mar- 
ried. Mr Greene was fond of literary pursuits, was a good 
draughtsman, and fond of angling. He was also endowed with 
very considerable poetical talent ; and, in conjunction with his 
cousin, Mr Doubleday, published, in 18 18, through Baldwin & 
Co., the Lcmdon booksellers, a collection of ^' Sixty-five Son^ 
nets and other Poems." Some of the former are reprinted, 
with high commendation, in '' Houseman's Collection of English 
Sonnets." Mr Greene died, rather suddenly, of effusion on the 
brain ; and was, for a short time before his death, incapable of 
much mental exertion. He has left behind him a MS. volume 
of Sonnets, some of which are of great beauty, and, were the 
time congenial to this species of writing, would repay publica- 
tion. 

The above particulars are furnished by Mr Doubleday ; and, 
I rejoice to add, I have received the valuable advice and 
assistance of that gentleman and Mr Robert White in this com- 
pilation. Farewell — au revoir. 




GEORGE RUTLAND, 

ISooftsellet antu f^nblisfier^ 
22 Blackett Street, Newcastle-upon-Tyne, 

Begs to remind the Public that he has the whole of the remaining 
Stock of that valuable and entertaining work, published in con- 
tinuation of Mr Sykes*s work of the same title, by John Latimer, 

THE LOCAL RECORDS; 

Or, historical REGISTER OF REMARKABLE EVENTS, 

Which have occurred in Northumberland and Durham, Newcastle- 
upon-Tyne, and Berwick-upon-Tweed. 

With Biographical Notices of Deceased Persons of Talent, 
Influence, &c., in the District 



1832— 1857. 



Illustrated and Printed, uniform with Mr Sykeis Work, ^0, cloth 

lettered, published ijj. 6d. for ^r. 
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